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REMARKS. 



Farce is that sort of "ad libitum" writing, to which no 
precise hounds hare as yet heen assigned. The question is, 
not how far an author may go hy any dramatic rule, hut 
how far the humour and temper of the audience will let 
him ; and so capricious and uncertain is the puhlic taste, 
that we have heard an audience loudly and vociferously 
applaud The Castle of one thing ; and The Siege of ano- 
ther ; who, a few nights hefore, hissed Congreve's' ** Love 
for Love," and Sir John Vaubnigh's ** Confederacy." 
At the head of English Farce writers, 

"(^Keefe appMn — gay Humour's fAv'rlte son, 
A rare compound of oddity and fun t 
His well- wrought scenes* his quaint amusing style. 
And wit grotesque, would make a Stoic smile. 
Ye, who have laugh'd when lAngo trod the stage. 
Before this dull and sentimental age ; 
Be grateful for the merriment lie gave. 
And smooth his cheerless passage to the grave !*** 

What author ever carried Farce to greater lengths than 
(y Keefe, and, at the same time, succeeded so admirably ? He 
is the very genius of the grotesque, who has bequeathed to 
the stage a rich legacy of fun and comicality, that entitles 
him to the lasting gratitude of every admirer of the drama* 
That such a man should have endured privation in a season 
of age and infirmity, is deeply to be lamented ; it is, how- 
ever, a gratifying reflection, that his forlorn situation should 
have awakeued the munificence of the Sovereign of these 
realms, who, with that fine feeling which stamps an 
additional value on a favour conferred, appoin\ed a higb^ 
dignitary of the church to be his almoner, llie Bishop of 
Chichester was the bearer of the royal bounty ; and we 
can easily conceive what were the feelings of that amiable 
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])relate when he entered the abode of genius, and (shame 
to the age I) of blindness and destitution. 

"Total edipte ! no fun, no moon — 
All dark beneath the blaae of noon !** 

The record of such an act is of itself an epitaph* 

Deeds such at these shall bring him true renown* 
And prove the richest jewel in his crown ; 
Shall shed around his throne suUimer rays* 
And dim the brightness of the diamond's blaie ! 

It was said by our excellent fnend. Doctor Johnson, 
" that a man who would make a pun, would pick a •poc- 
ket I" Were this extraordinary declaration to be generally 
received, and acted upon, the very merriest portion of his 
magesty's subjects would be banished from honest society, 
and your dull heavy fellows (for be it known that your re- 
vilers of puns are those only who cannot make them) 
would be reduced to the wretched alternative of losing 
either their money, or their mirth. We are, however, 
inclined to believe that this was a portion of the '* lax 
talk,** that our great moralist, hy his own confession, some- 
times indulged in ; and we are confirmed in the belief, by 
a knowledge that there are puns extant for which the wor- 
thy Doctor is himself responsible. We all know how 
highly he was diverted by the quibbling sallies of that inve- 
terate punster, Sara Foote ; thereby, io all intents and 
purposes, aiding, abetting, and encouraging the said Sam 
in this licentiou5< practice. It is wisely said, that if there 
were no recewert, there would be no tMevet; and, by the 
same rule, we may reasonably infer, that if there were no 
kmghert, there would be wypuntien! 

We have been led to these remarks, by the nameroui 
puns that occur in '"Hie Disagreeable Surprise," chari- 
tably hoping that tiiey may not operate against the author, 
with your graver sort of folk, by whom the Doctor's dictum 
would be' received as gospel. To play upon any initrameDt 
is reckoned an accomplishment' ; and experience gives ua 
proof that ** title, knee, and approbation," are gained by 
one half of mankind playing upon the other*. Whence, 
therefore, this mighty objection to a harmless plop upon 
worth f For tlie extent of punning *' hath this oiB^nce, no 
more." What a marvellous proper punster was that ini- 
mitable master of humour, the Dean of St Patrick's * 
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Who relish'd a Joke, and rejoic'd in a pun I** 
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Yet we have fl;ood reason to believe that the eleven tliou^ 
sand pounds, which he charitably bequeathed towards build- 
ing an hospital for lunatics, were honestly come by. 
Equally illustrious examples might be adduced in favour 
o£ punning ; let us hope then, that a man may sit in com* 
pany, and hear his neighbour discharge a pun, without 
instinctively clapping his hands to his pockets, to discover 
ivhether he has lost any thing. 

The characters in this farce are, a. military captain, an 
intriguing corporal, a retired city knight, and a college 
beau ; a young lady who prefers a lover in a red coat, 
to one in a brown one ; an old lady who prefers a lover 
in any coat, to no lover at all ; and, what, from time im* 
memorial, has been considered an indispensable appendage 
to a love-plot— a i)ert abigail. Then we have a talkative 
inn-keeper and wife, Paul and Penelope Prig, who are 
continually ringing the changes of matrimonial felicity : a 
learned Theban, one Davy Durhpling — 

" Whoie wit would hardly lerve at moft, 
To guard hit note against a pott ;" 

and a batch of strolling players, Peregrine Truncheon, 
Jack Spangle, and Billy Bombast, who, in the words of 
Hamlet to Horatio, 

" No revenue have, but their good $pirit»» 
To faed and elotho them V* 

Such z Dramatis Personee, when fairly put in motion, 
cannot fail to excite merriment ; and the plot, without lay- 
ing any particular claim to novelty, is wound up by an in- 
cident which, we believe, ia new to the Stage, and which is, 
certainly, both ludicrous and originals As, in the moral 
world, good is said to arise out oievU\ so, in the dramatic, 
tragic circumstances ara made to produce comic results. 

The character of Billy Bombast belongs to Farce, and 
consequently to Mr. Harley. His performance was the veiy 
perfection of the " ffis comica .*" it would be impossible to 
imagine, either in dress, or manner, a more whimsical figure. 
The peculiarity of his chapeau bras, the exquisite tie of his 
cravat, the amplitude of his ruffles, and the "most admired 
disorder" of his wig, are characteristically represented in the 
speaking portrait that illustrates this Farce — <* / became 
acquainted with Mr, Peregrine Trunclieon /" exclaims Billy 
Bombast, as he recounts his adventures to Captain fFing^em. 
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*~" And what came out of this neto aotiuamtance ^' in- 
quires the Captain .- when ^f//jr,extenduig his arms, rising 
upou his toes, and with that ludicrous biMing htwyane^^ 
which dlstingDishes Mr. Harley, replies, as if he were 
just dischai'ged from a pop-gun—**/ came out, Sirf — 
Corporal Jeremy and Paul Prig (Kuight and Ovberry,) 
are no more ; a loss» which the stage, lu it's most prosper- 
ous days, could not but severely feel, but which, in its 
present decline, seems almost irreparable. Mrs. Edwin 
as Maria, and Miss Kelly as Flora, were excellent. The 
air in the 2nd Act, " The knit^ht when he a wooing came" 
was sung by Miss Kelly with such enchanting effect, that 
it was twice encored. It would be unjust to omit Mrs* 
Harlowe, who did ample justice to Mrs. Dorothy Dunstable: 
her dee^ scene^ with Mr. Barley, was ludicrous in the ex- 
treme. 

^ D G. 



MEMOIR OF 

MR. J. P- HARLeV. 



Mr. John Pkitt Harlbv ia fbe ton of tiie late Mr. John 
Hurley, whoy fo many years, was a renpeotable silk-mercer 
inSt. Martin in ihe Fields. He was born in the month of 
Febmary, 1790. Havinic received a liberal education, h« 
w^as destined by his iRtbcr for business ; but an early and 
(fortunately for the drama) an unconquerable predilec- 
tion for the stage determined him to make it his proliea- 
aion, and, in the year 1807, he renounced the drudgery of 
trade, and joined the company of the late Mr. Jerrold, at 
Cranbrook, in Kent, and successively appeared, with great 
applause, at the Theatres at Southend, Rochester, Stam- 
ford, York, Worthing, Brighton, &c. After a few years ol 
provincial probation, he was recommended by Mr. Michael 
Kelly to Mr. Arnold, the Manager of the English Opera 
House, by whom he was immediately engaged ; and, on the 
15th July, 1815, he made his first appearance in London, 
in the character of Jifarce//I, in the ^* Devil's Bridge," and of 
Peter Fidget, in the « Boarding liouse." His success was 
complete : and so popular did his subsequent performances 
render him, particularly his Mingle y Leatherhead, and Pe- 
driUo, that the committee of Drury Lane Theatre lost no 
time in securing, on very liberal terms, the advantage of his 
talents, and, on the 16th September following, be appeared, 
for the first time, on the boards of Old Drury, in the cha- 
racter of Liitardo, in the " Wonder." Mr. Bannister was at 
that time one of the chief ornaments of the Theatre ; it wa&, 
therefore, no inconsiderable achievement for Mr. Harley to 
establish himself as a first-rate actor, in the very charac- 
ters, which, in the hands of Baniiibter, had delighted the 
public for so many years. The veteran has retired, and 
Mr. Harley is the only performer that reminds us of the 
peculiar manner of that inimitable comedian. 

Mr. Harley is one of the most general comic actors 
that ever trod the stage : Comedy, Farce, Opera, and {Sil- 
vester Dagger wood, to wit,) Pantomime; nothing comes 
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amiss to him. Hil kiiimal spirits are inexhaustible, and 
the great Lewis himself was not more mercurial. He is a 
very Proteus : an OUa Podrida of Mathews, Liston, Faw- 
cett, and Bannister, seizing their n^ost whimsical points, 
and blending them so comically "With his own eccentricity, 
as to afiford a r'lih treat of fun and drollery. His comic 
singing and recitation are admirable ; his voice is a counter 
tenor, which, from his knowledge of music, and by the 
help of a very correct ear, he modulates with considerable 
taste and effect. Among his best performances we rank 
his fVhimsiculOy Phantom, and Peeping Tom. 

The very high praise that belongs to Mr. Harley, in 
his professional character, still falls short of that which \^ 
due to him in his domestic relations. As a son and a bro- 
ther, he is most exemplary ; and a large circle of friends 
can bear testimony to his honour and integrity as a man. 
It is the grossest ignorance, to suppose that moral conduct 
and decency are incompatible with the profession of an 
actor. To select particular instances, for the purpose of 
casting a stigma on a whole body, is unjust and ridiculous. 
It would be Impossible to name a profession that has not 
been disgraced by some of its members Who, then, shall 
attach that disgrace to the profession which belongs exclu« 
sively to the individual ? 

" Honour and Shame from no «mdition riiet 
Act weU your part« thire all the merit Um.** 
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SIR If ARMADUKK MITAPHOR.— AatiqiiedNM nilt oT plnm- 
edUMrtd doUi. ttpek. kce Mil and nilllM, white nlk ftoekingt, 
bodUett Ua wig, nnaD thxee>oonieTe(l tilli hat, and tword. 

SIR TIMOTHY TESTY.^I>r«gteoAt of blue doth, embroidered 
w:iltteoat, bladi dik braeohee, white liik itockin|;f, buckles, and 
brown wig. 

CAPTAIN WING^BM.^Dme suit of rfgimentela. 

CORPORAL JEREMY.— Corporal's suit of regimeBtala« cap orna- 
mented with ribbons as if in the recruiting serrioe. 

BILLY BOMBAST.— Orange-coloured coat, faded, with black 
buttons, rery tight, and buttcmed up dose to the Uiroat, the skirte 
lined with white silk, vuffles, blue erabroldeTed ««iiteoat flowered at 
the bottom, light ycUow breedies, blue ribbed cotton stockings, 
buckles, hair bushy and powdetcd, cftagMaw-tra«, someivhat battered 

PAUL PRIG— Light coloured suit, buckles, brown wig, white 
apron. 

DAVY DUMPLING— Buff Jerkin, brown waistcoat and brcedies. 

PEREGRINE TRUNCHEON. \ Faded dmset, odHMlwrn, shab- 

JACK SPANGLE. J by genteel. 

MARIA. — Full dress of white muslin, and head ornamented with 
white flowers. 

MRS. DOROTHY DUNSTABLF —Antique dress of Uvender 
coloured silk, flowered, head rlzesi high, high-heeled shoes, with 
rosettes. 

FLORA.— Plain white dress. 

MRS. PRIG. — Drctt of red silk, cap, with ribbons. 

Coat cf ths Characters, at performtd at ths Theatre Royal, 

Drury Lane, 

Sir Mannaduke Metaphor Mr. RusselL 

Sir TImothp Testif Mr. Hughes. 

captain Win/^gm Mr. Pearman. 

Corporal Jeremp • Mr. Knight. 

BUlp Bombast Mr. Harley. 

Paul Prig ^ Mr. Oxberry. 

Peregrine Trunetioon • Mr. Coveney. 

Jack Spangle Mr. Elliott. 

Dayp Dumpling * • Mr. Butler. 

Maria Mrs. Edwin. 

Mrs. Doroihp Dunstable Mrs. Harlowe. 

Flora .' Miss KeUy. 

Mrs. Prig Mrs. Pearee. 

Sereants, ^e, 
SCENE,— Ai(A, and its Vieinitp, TlUE,— Within 12 Hcwr^ 



STAGE DIBECTIONS, 

the CooducUm td Uili Woik piint no PUyt but (boH whiiJi dwr 
Lave tarn taei. The Shigi IHrellUiu are girm from Iheli owa ' 
pertonal abeervationi, during the m 



EXITS and ENTEANCES. 

R. meaailHjM; L. I<n.' R. D. RijAt Dow,- 1.. D. ty 

S. E- Second EnfTLjnrf p^ U. E. (Tppfl- £nf>4nfa/ M. D* Midd 

, RELATIVE POSITIONS 

R. msani JnjAtj L. Lefl; C. Ctalri! R. C. mgla p/ 

L.C. Le/i «/ Otntrt. Tie fclkmiae •!«• of (he Stage wl 

Pefbnuen in frontj vlU^ it Lb pmuiDedf full; demonalj 
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THE 

DISAGREEABLE SURPRISE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— The Inside of a Country Inn near Bath; diffi- 
rent belis ringing ; general bmtle. 

Enter Paul Prio^ l. 

Prig. Quite a day of rejaicing this ; — all the bells are a 
ringing I What with fat citizens, dandy doctors, strolling 
players, young ladies who run away from their papas, and 
young gentlemen who run away from their creditors, — all 
who prefer hot water at Bath to hot water at home ;— T, 
Paul Prig, lead a pretty bustling life of it. [Belt ringiA 
There goes the bell in the parlour again. [Foice without.} 
And there goes Mrs. P/s clapper in the bai' ! [A voice 
without crte*t ** Who waits here ?] You do, my fine fellow, 
by your bellowing. Coming, coming. 

AIR Prig, 

. Who*d lead an innkeeper's life ? 
Who*d be a horse in a mill ? 
Who'd ever marry a wife, 
That loves to be quiet and still ? 

Wedlock has comical rigs! 

Clappers I've heard, aye, and many ones I — 
; But pretty Penelope Prig's 

Is louder aiid shriller than any one'«. \Exit^ l. 

'Enter Jeremy, r. 

Jer. Smoking work ! Sixteen miles an hour upon the 
long trot. Chaise knocked over, horses knocked up. Con- 
found this love, say I j it may be pretty sport tor a gtix" 
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tleman ; bc^t for us servants, 'tis the very devil I Whenever 
1 leave the captain, I'll get into some steady married 
family, where love is entirely out of the question. Why^ 
host ! landlord ! wdter ! Prig ! 

Enter Prig, l. 

Prig, Coming, your honour, coming. 

Jer. Is this the Boar's iiead ? 

Prig. No, sir ; tber«'t been a tad re^oiutfmi in adgtirs : 
that head is taken off; and my wife Penelope is the only 
dftre in the house. 

Jer* A bad sign, Mr. Prig. 

Prig. Damn'd bad ! I found one sign would*nt do, so I 
determined to have twelve. 

Jer. The deuce you did ! 

Prig. Yes ; the Zodiac, at your service, sir. 

Jer. I should have taken you for the laBdlord of the 
Bull and Mouth, by your chattering. Can't you stand still 
a moment ? 

Prig. Nothing stands still li«re, bat the dock. I hope 
you are not in a hurrv.to set off. 

Jer. No ; but I'm m a hurry to set to. 

Prig. Then you'll find *' the feast of reason and the flow 
of soul!" 

Jer, Sole I I don't mueh care for fish. Give ne some^ 
thing substantial. 

Prig. Food for body and mind ;^ library and a larder. 
Bacon in both I Hervey's Meditations and Harvey's Fish- 
sauce. [Bell ringi.] Oad so ! That's the giantess in the 
first floor. 

Jer. The giantess ! 

Prig. Puts up here, on her way to Bath. Seven feet 
two ; carries herself extremely high : proud as i^ peeress ! 

Jer. So it appears I . 

Prig. We've a dwarf, not bigger than a quart decanter I 
Great attraction I A fire-eater, a queer spark ; a travelling 
showman, who prefers my punch to his own, any day in 
the week ; an alderman, an elephant, a dancing master, 
and a dancing 1)ear ; a merry Andrew, a sad dog ! a qua- 
ker, a quack doctor, a party of strolling players, a member 
of parliament of no party at all I An undertaker from 
Bary-Street, a pastry-cook from Pie Corner, a waddling 
stock-jobber from Dock- Lane, and a pastoral poet from 
Hungerford-Market I 

Jer. Ha ! ha ! ha ! A motiey collection ! But, Mr. Prig, 
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lion't you peroeive somethiug Tery peeuliar In my a|»pear« 
aace ? 

Prig* {Asii«»'\ Going to pose aie in Lavater ; but I'm 
up. Why, to be sure, there's something devilish keen 
about you. 

Jer. Yon never guessed better in your Ule. "Tis my 
appetite ! 

Pr^^. Glad to hear it What inll you say to soBie par- 
tridges ? 

Jer. Why graoe, to be sure ! I tiiought I amel* sonetiitiig 
good. 

Pr^* Should'itt wonder; been eikleavo«ring to ^eep 
'em sweet for this mcmth past \^B«R ring9.'\ Coming I 11a 
well that hunger is the best s&uce ; for, egad, he'll get no 
other to his partridges 1 [Eait^ L. 

Jer» A notable adventure ! My master, Captain Wing^em, 
meets Miss Maria Testy at a ball in London, falls despe- 
rately in love with her, and takes a wiid-goo)»e trip to 
fiath ; where she at present resides with her father. Sir 
Timothy, if Cupid travels at this rate, the Lord keep me 
from being one of his out-riders ! 

Enter Cai^ain Win«'8m, n. 

Capt, Here we are, within the la^t stage of fiath. Come, 
Jeremy, be stirring ; — consider the impatience of love. 

Jer. And of hunger, too ! If your honour can live upon 
air, I can't ; for if s apt to raise the wind in my stomach. 

Capt. Glutton ! What the deuce have you to complain 
of? 

Jer, A multitude of things I Since you have been in 
love, you are no more like the man you were than a squib 
is lilce a cannon. I too have had my declensions. Am I 
not grown as lean as a halbert in your service, a downright 
transparency ? Hav'nt we followed the lady about like her 
shadow, till we have become nearly shadows ourselves ? 
What hope have we of better fortune at Bath than in Lon- 
don' ; when, as if to cut off every chance of success. Sir 
HmoUiy has added another Argud to his household, in the 
person of Mrs. Dorothy Dunstable, whom he has placed 
over his daughter, as a scarecrow, to frighten away the 
birds from forbidden fruit ! 

Capt Love is blind, Jeremy. Suppose you throw dust 
In her eyes, by paying court to this venerable Maid of 
Honor 

Jer, Or rather, from her remaining so long single, this 

B 
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venerable lady in waiting 1 Why, sir, you surely foiigpet my 
old sweetheart Flora, Miss Maria's waiting maid. 

Capt. A lucky thought ! Yon have already a footing in 
the house. 

Jer. Footing indeed ! I was well nigh kicked out of it : 
— ^but the game's up. We've had a tiff. ■ Madam took it 
into her head to be jealous, and gave me a box on the ear. 

Capt. That was one way of offering you her hand ! We 
must think of some new scheme; so, order the. horses, 
that we may instantiy proceed on our journey. 

Jer. The horses ! the partridges first, if you please, cap'- 
tain. Ah ! sir, I wish you would think no more of the 
lady ; she is a sad interruption to our regular meals. 

lEani, r. 

Capi, Think no more of her ! Impossible ! 

AIR. — Captain Wing'em. 

By those cheeks of rosy hue. 
By those eyes of heavenly blue, , 
Coral lips with kisses press'd. 
And that gentiy heaving breast. 
By Cupid's bow, and Venus' dove, 
While I live, I'U live to love ! 

Hear my vows address'd to thee, 
Ood of Love, propitious be I 
Let me play a borrow'd part, — 
Beauty must be won by Art ! 
Bolts and bars their charge resign, 
• Touch'd by that magic wand of thine. 

Cjaw/, R. 

Enier Billy Bombast, through a door ai the, bach of the 

Scene. 

Bomb. The dinner's almost dress'd ; 

And as my nostrils sniff the savory steam. 
Its fragrance whets my appetite ! [Comes fortoatd* 
Here's a catastrophe ! After an absence of six long monthfl, 
to meet my old companions of the sock and buskin in this 
village. " My soul's in arms, and eager for the fray !" 
My master. Sir Marmaduke Metaphor, expects me to jom 
him at Bath. Prudence says, ** follow him ;" but what 
says Inclination ? " To stroll, to starve !" Down, busy 
devil, down.—Now for my red-nos'd innkeeper. Hah ! 



SCSXE i] TBK .DI8AORXEABLE 8URPIUSE* 15 

Is that a bell-rope which I see before me ; 
The haodle to'w'rds my hand ? Come, let me pull thee. 

[Ringi.tht belt violentljf. 

Enter Prig, l/ 

Prig. Hollo I gently over the stonei. Coming, coming. 
Gadzooks, how the bells keep going I 

Bofnb> Go, bid thy mistress, when the dinner's ready. 
She strike upon the belL 

Prig. I tell you what, Mr. Bombast, if my wife catches 
you at that sort of fun, she'll strike with a vengeance ; 
•he's a mortal antipathy to gentlemen of your cloth. 

Bomb. What makes the players so much out of her 
books, Mr. Prig ? 

Prig. Out of her books ! They are too much in 'em \ 

Bomb. Trust me, good host. 

Prig. Trust you ! How can you expect to be trusted, 
when you say at the bottom of your play- bills. No money 
to be returned. 

Bomb. Saddle my horses, call my train together. 
Degen'rate landlord, I'll not trouble thee ! 

Prig. What, your waggon-train, I suppose! and your 
horses, ha ! ha ! ha ! Why, the devil a saddle, have they 
got to their backs ! If s my opinion, Mr. Bombast, that 
you want to saddle me. 

• Enter Mrs. Prio, r. . 

' Mrs. P. And so, Mr. Prig, you stand prating here, and 
leave me to wait upon the customers : there's Sir Matthew 
and Lady Marrowfat, and all the young masters and missei 
Marrowfats, just arrived from Saint Mary Axe. 

Bomb. The Marrowfats from St. Mary Axe ! Fair is 
foul, and foul is fair. . * 

Mrs. P. And very good fare too. Fowl, indeed ! You'll 
get no fowl here, I promise you. 

Prig. Penelope, my dear, that's not classical. 

Mrs. P. Farcical, Mr. Prig. 

Prig. Be pretty behaved ; mind your P's and Q's, Mrs. 
P 

Mrs. P. Here's impertinence ! Here's assumption ! Are 
you a man, Mr. Prig ? Are you a man ? 

Bomth Aye, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil ! 
But I'll be revenged. I'll quit your house, and go to the 
Angel that stands opposite. 

B 2 



19 TBX DI8AG&XKABLE SUSPRIU. [ACT I. 

Prig, YoD may go la the deril. • 
Bomb. That al«9 stands opposite. [Pointing to Mrs. 
Prig.] Yes, 

Thither in a bark I'll sail, 
' And, like a rat without a tail, 
rU do, ril do, ril do » [Emt, R. 

Mrs, P. Monster of turpentine ! 

[Ejreunt Mr, and Mn, Prig, r. 

Bnier Jeremy^ l. 

Jer, What an infernal fellow is this prating landlord of 
the Zodiac ! The partridges not yet forth*coming ; how 
provoking I 

Enier Captain Win6*bm, r. 

Cap4, [Ha{f ait<f«.] The horses are a long ttne prepa- 
riug. Well, Jeremy, are they ready ? 

Jer, Not quite, sir. 

Capt. I tell you, we must have them instantly. 

Jer, That's impossible ! They are but just spitted. 

Capt, Spitted ! What does the blockhead meat) ? 

Jer, Xhey ha/nt been long at the fire. 

Capt, Are jrou mad i The horses at the fire \ 

Jer, No, sir, the partridges 1 Tb«y are hai'dly warm 
through. 

Capt, Sirrah, you deserre to be run through L Away ; 
and prepai-e to depart instantly. [Exit, r. 

Jer. Now for our intriguing expedition. Let me see : 
my first step must be a reconciliatioa with Flora : her easy 
access to the panti-y was so conveuient t Then old Cork- 
jcrew, the butler, is my particular friend ; aud Sir Timo- 
thy's Madeira is London particular. It was never my plan 
to make love with an empty stomach. 

AIR. — ^Jeremy. 

(TviTB.-*" Htr^* to tk9 JfaMen.") 

Frolksome Cupid, a sly little lad, 
Laughs at your loven so sickly ; 
Makes me look rosy, when others look sad. 
And gives me an appetite quickly i 
If you're inclin'd. 
To tell her your mind. 
Don't speak to the lady before you have din'd. 
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> Down on my knees to some beautiful fair,-^ 
Bless me, how charming you look, maid ! 
While roasting a pheasant, or basting a hare, 
I think I could fancy the cook-maid ! 
Love is my plan. 
So I am the man. 
But then it must be for a sop in the pan ! 

the delight of a delicate haunch I 
Your turkeys and geese, I adore 'em ! 

Each tun*belUed justice, so proud of his paunch, 
ru rivjJ, and beat the whole Quorum ! 
But 1 must start 
To the girl of my heai't ; 

1 neither with her, nor my dinner, can part ! 

[Ejrii Jeremy, l. 

SCENE 11.—^ Library in Sir Timothy Tettfs Home. 

Enter Flora. 

Fh Well ; to be crossed in love is a sad thing, after 
all ! I liad just got into the most interesting part of 
** Love and Sentiment,'* when Sir Timothy cafied me.«« 
Let me see. [Takes a volume out of her pocket.'] Here's the 
placei»[77ie bell rings.] Madam, Madam, I'm comiqg ! — 
[Reads.] *' It is itnpossible to express the astonishment of 
the fair Celestina"— [J3«// rings again.] Yes, Madam! 
** when having, with a trembling hand, opened Sir Charles's 
letter,"— 

Enter MvLB, Dunstable, r. 

Mrs. D. So!— I may ring and ring again for you: — 
Hey-day ! busy at your morning's devotions ! — [Snatches the 
' booh amay.\ '* Love and Sentiment !" Upon my word ; 
so you are learning to make fine speeches 1 You would be 
a great lady, with your pearls and your tissues! why 
don't you read some good book, ** Religious Courtship," 
—and " The Whole Duty of Man ?"— 

[Throws the booh on the floor. 
Flo. I hate " Religious Courtship j"— " Bridget Blue- 
mantle" for my money ! 

Mrs. D. ** Bridget Bluemantlel" O you profane young 
creature! 

^lo. Pray, Mrs. Dunstable, did you ever read "The 

b3 
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Way to g»t Married ?" Tt's a charming thing ; --d'ye know, 
I're almost learnt it by heait. 

Mrf, Z>. And more shame for yon ; I nerer learnt the 
way to get married. 

Fh. Then there's «* The Old Maid." 

Mrt, D. [Alarmed.^ Where ? 

Fh, [RumUng /« the librarp sMva,] Why, on the shelf,, 
to be sure;— and ''The Wild Irishman," too ; come, 1*11 
put him in my poclcet. [ Takw up t?t9 volume* 

Mrt, D, Put *<The Wild Irishman" in her poclcet ! 
What will the world come toI^Oire me the book; — 
rU take <'The Wild Irishman'* in hand, and make him 
turn over a new leaf ; — ^there, there, and there. 

[Teart out the leaves, and throwe them on the ground* 

Enter Davy Dumpling, l. 

Davjf, Please your ladyship's honour. Doctor Fungua 
do send his dutiful respects, and hopes as how the cherry- 
Iwan— — 

Mre. 7>. Davy DumpUogt you're a shockini^ savage ! — 
The eye-water, you mean. 

Davy. Rabbit it \ but your ladyship's eye-water do 
make my mouth w4ter most con^umedly ! 

Mrs, D, Send my compliments to Doctor Fungus; 
and inform him, that his aromatic decoction has been so 
efttcacious, that I can do very well without my glasses. 

Davy* Noa, sure,^— he ! he ! he 1 

Mrs, D. WhtA does the gaby stand grinning at ? 

Davy, Why, to think as how your ladyship can do 
without your glasses I — he I he ! 

[Making a drinking motion with bis hand, and exit, l. 

Flo, Now, my dear, sweet, pretty Miss Dorothy, I've 
got a favour to ask.— Do let us go to the play this evening, 
to see "The Romp." 

Mrs. D. Do you think I am out of my senses -.'—Oo 
to the play I Go to your chamber, look in the glass, and 
yon'll see the Romp without going to the play. 

Fh>^ A precious life I lead, from one room to another; 
like a bird in* a cage with two perches only, hopping up 
and down at your discretion. 

Mrs, D, Hold your tongue, minikin. I am bound to 
watch over you, by my known virtue and prudence. 

Flo, And I, by ray unknown virtue and prudence, am 
able to watch over myself. People at your age ought to 
be prudent. 
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Afr#» D. At my age ?— 

Flo. Yes, for you're old enough to be my mother. 
Mr9» Z>. Your mother, hussy ? 
Flo. No ;— my grand-mother, 1 mean. 
Mrs, D. Malicious creature ! you shall repent your im- 
pertinence. 

DUET. — Flora and Mrs. Dunstabus. 

(TvMK.^v^«* J t^M th0 Boy Ar ktwitOking Vm."} 

Afrs. 7>. Minikin! 

Flo. Pert, Mrs. Dorothy, 

What are the beauties you prize ? 
Mrs. />. Minx ! you'd be happy to borrow the 
. Charms you pretend to despise 1 

FIq» Nature to you has been thrifty, Ma*aqi ! 

3frs. D, Hu^y, 'tis false, for the men 

Say that I'm fair, — 
Fh. Fat and tjfty. Ma'am. 

Mr^ D. Fifty !— 

Fh. No, threescore and ten * 

Mr9. D. Minikin ! 
Flo. Pert Mrs. Dorothy, 

What are the beauties you prize ? 
Mrs. D. Minx ! you'd be happy to borrow the 
Charms you pretend to despise ! ' 

[E;vif Mrs. Dunstable^ r. 
Flo. Ill-natured old frump ! As Sir Timothy is continu- 
ally losing his temper, I think Mrs. Dunstable must have 
found it — [A noiss without.l O here comes the cross old 
gentleman ! 

j|?ft/«r S4R TiMOTiiY Testy and Maria, l. 

Sir T. Fire and fury, madam ! Am I to be tormented 
with coxcombs prying round my house, with winkings, 
uoddings, and whisperings among my servants ! and with 
midnight incantations that mi^t raise the Wltoh of 
Endor ! 

Mori Servants will whisper , papa. 

Flo. And musicians will play, your Worship. 

Sir r. Plav ! and so will I ; but it shall be the devil 
with 'em ! I had scarcely set my foot in the place, before 
the bells were all set a-going, as if there had been a parish 
dinner, or a general insurrection ; and, by way of a finish- 
ing stroke, some rascally scribbler announces our arrival 
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in the papers': a genteel hint for the whole town to come 
and stare us out of countenance. 

Flo. That's because we are fashionable people, your 
worship. 

Sir T. Fashionable ! fiddlesticlL ! Dou't I hate fashion 
and notoriety, invitations, and congratulations 1 There's 
that old torment— Lady Gadabout, 

Mar, Old ! Sir. 

5t> T. I beg her venerable ladyship's pardon ; for, 
though upon the desperation of fifty-six, she has not yet 
arrived at her years of discretion ! 

Mar. What do you think of the Widow Night-shade ? 
She dances and sings well, plays upon the harp, and b a 
tolerable artist 

Sir T. A very tolerable artist ! for she paints to a 
miracle ! Plays upon the harp too ;'-does*nt she play upon 
every body F-^But, Maria, I expect Sir M armaduke Meta- 
phor here to-day ; see that you give him a proper recep* 
tion. 

Mar. [8tjittenly.'\ Very well, sir. 

Sir T. It is not very well, madam ; it's very ill. — ^What ! 
I suppose that intriguing spark, Captain Wing'em, keeps 
running in your head ; a rascal whom I have never beeu 
able to catch a glimpse of. I should long e're this have 
laid him by the heels, had he not, upon all occasions, ta- 
ken to 'em so expeditiously. 

Mar. The captain is a gentleman, sir. 

Sir Tl Aye, a military gentleman ; one who wears all 
bis gold on the outside of his pockets ! But Sir Marma- 
duke is a warm man j and, what is more, he is the man 
of my choice. 

Mar. But not of mine, sir. 

Sir T. Pshaw ! Does'ut a ready-made shoe often fit as 
well as a bespoke one ? 

Mar. ITien he's so old-fashion'd ! — 

Flo. So pedantic ! — 

Mar. So conceited ! — 

Flo. So ridiculous ! — 

Sir T. Zounds ! D'ye mean to stun me with his good 
qualities ? At your peril make a fool of him. 

[Exit Sir Timothy^ l. 

Flo. He will, no doubt, save us the trouble, by making 
OHC of himself. 

Mar. You see, Flora, my father continues inexorable. 
What step should I take to avoid this odious marriage ? 
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Flo. A good many steps, Miss^^Rim away. — Here we 
are, cooped op, like two distressed damsels in a romance, 
persecuted by a couple of-^not enchanters indeed I — Sir 
Marmaduke Metaphor and his servant, Billy Bombast. 

Mar. Nay, Flora, 'tis past a jest. 

Fio. 'Tis enough to,proiroke one, to see the conceited 
knight approach you with a compliment in form, mood, 
and figure. Then that chattering play-actor, Billy Bom- 
bast. — ** Good morning. Madam Flora I — permit me to 
salute your fair hand, Madam Floral" Indeed, more 
than once. Madam Flora's fair hand longed to salute him ! 

Mar, Heigbo l-^Tbat agreeable rake, Captun Wing^em ! 

Flo, Lackaday ! -^ That bewitching rogue. Corporal 
Jeremy ! Ah ! if the truant were here, I should almost 
be incUned to forgive him. 

AIR.— Flora. 

<Tuirx.— >** Wh§n th9 hollow drum***) 

When a hhppy pair, to cure the spleen. 
Take a stolen trip to Oretna Green, 

With a merry sound 

The wheels run round. 
And crack goes the whip so cheerily. 

Hymen stands 

To join their hands, 
And they drive along so merrily I 

Let the turnpike gates be open'd wide. 

See, they approach I the bridegroom and bride — 

Friends pursue. 

What can diey do. 
Their horses lag so wearily ? 

Cupid sly 

Stands quizzing by. 
And laughs in* his sleeve so merrily. 

When a happy pur, to cure the spleen. 
Take a stolen trip to Gretna Green, 

With a merry sound 

The wheels run roundi 
And crack goes the whip so cheerily-^ 

Hymen's bands 

Soon join their hands. 
And they drive away so merrily. [JB^tetint, u 
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SCENE IU«— ^ street in Bath. 
Enter CMgTAtH WImg'em, &. 

Capt, Welcome, dear delightful Batfa! thoa scene of 
gaiety, fashion, and intrigue ! — Now to open the cam- 
paign. Hah ! who comes this way ? 'Tis my whimsical 
acquaintance,, Sir Marmaduke Metaphor, sporting his an- 
tiquated figure between two pretty women. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
He loolts for all the world lilte the Fool of Fashion booud 
in old calf! How gracefully he takes hi« leave too : with 
a bow that might be reckoned fashionable in Queen Eliza- 
beth's time. 

£nter Sir Marmaduke Metaphor, l. 

Sir M, Charming, delectable creatures ! — Sob, Captain 
Wing'em— satirical puppy ! l^tide.] 

Capt. \^Aside.] Pedantic coxcomb I 

Sir M. [Aside."] Must rub off a little of my college rust, 
or he'll be quizzing me. Fine weather fur recruiting. 
Captain ! Delightful season for love, logic, and all that — 
eh? 

Capt. Here's a transformation !~rthe pedant aping the 
beau! 

Sir M. I suppose. Bob, you're at your old pranks attain ? 
You hav*nt come to Bath for nothing^maids, widows, 
wives — all fair game — poaching, captain, poaching. 

Capt. You must know. Sir Marmaduke, that I'm about 
to take out a license to sport upon the manor of matri- 
mony. 

Sir M. Matrimony ! — He I he ! he !— With whom, tcay 
I make bold tr> inquire ? 

Capt. A divine creature ! young and beautiful ! formed 
wilh exquisite symmetry, and rising just above the middle 
size. 

Sir M. Not a huge folio, but someihing between an oc- 
tavo and a duode«umo. 

Capt. Then, she has sparkling eyes, a fair complexion, 
dimpled cheeks, bewitching smiles, with such a blush ! 

Siir M. Egad, she's a charmer ! and very much resembles 
the lady whom I am going to marry. 

Capt. What ! have you taken a trip to Bath upon a 
matrimonial expedition, too ? 

Sir M, Don't start so. Bob. Is it so very surprising that 
I should take a fancy lo a lady ? 
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Capt, No ; but it's very surpiishig that a lady should 
take a fancy to you. 

Sir M. I suppose I'm ifot beau enough ? because^ for- 
sooth, I dou't follow the fashions. 

Capt. Yes, you do follow 'em ; but you're a dev'lish 
long way behind ! And do you really intend to be mar- 
ried in that coat ? 

Sir M. Undoubtedly. You would'nt have me be mar- 
ried without QUe ! 

Capt, And how long may you have been in love ? 

Sir M. Six weeks, and better ! I would'nt be without 
love for the world, it makes one so sweetly melancholy. 
I'm a lucky dog. Captain ; I'm a fortunate youth ! The 
preliminaries are settled, and we only , want the minister 
to ratify the treaty.— 

Capt. Of peace, I hope. Matrimony, you know, is 
famous for squalli. 

Sir A/. But not for ckfil wars — eh, captsdu ? 

Capt* Perhaps, you will favour me with the fair lady's 
name ? 

Sir M. Delicacy forbid ! Well, it won't be the first con- 
quest that Tve effected. There was the rich wine-mer- 
chant's daughter, of Portsoken Ward, would occasionally 
smirk at me ! and the dashing shoemaker's widow to boot, 
now and then levelled her sparklers at my physiognomy ! 
Courtship's a charming thing ! and so is matrimony ! Sir 
Steeple and the widow Glib for that ! 

AIR. — Sir Marmadukb. 

Sir Steeple he courted the queer Widow 61ib-« 

Heigho ! Sir Steeple,— 
He knew she was rich*, and he wanted to crib 
Her cash, so heoffer'd to make her his rib. 

With his teaming, pleasing. 

Hoaxing and coaxing : 
A comical beau was Sir Steeple. 

Her purse it was long, though her person was shoit— 

Heigho ! Sii Steeple^ 
And her beauty was none of the ravishing sort, 
Yet the eye of his knightship hei money-bags caught,— 



24 THK DISAOEISSAXLE «SUft»BiaE. IaCT I. 

Their mingling, jingling. 
Soon set a tlugliug 
The aensitive heart of Sir Steeple. 

Now love, in return, the fair widow enthrab. 

And fondly she ogled Sir Steeple ; 
They gadded together to concerts and balls, 
Like the monument link'd to the dome of St* Paul's ! 

With their perking, smirking. 

Winking and blinking. 
The fair Mrs. Glib and Sir Steeple. 

They trotted to church, for thedr passiou increas'd— . 

The parson keCwhisper'd Sir Steeple — 
** Your wife's rather short" — ** You are right, master 

priest ; 
But, in choosing two erils, Tve chosen the least !" 

With their roley poi«y, 

Coupled so droHj, 
Off march'd Widow Glib and Sir Steeple. 

[Bombast is heard singing withoui-^'" O rare. Manager 

Strut r'J 

Sir M, Here comes my amannens^, Billy Bombast 
The fellow was formerly a strolling player. I took him 
^ust in time to save his whole wardrobe from the pawn- 
broker's. 

JBnter Bombast^ u 

Bomb. O my prophetic soul ! my uncle ! 

Sir M. You see, he's tiding the high horse, as usual. 

Bomb, He hath borne mc on his back a thousand times. 

SirM. And a thousand to tSiat, Til be sworn* Billy 
Bombast, I say ! 

Bomb. Cousin of Buckingham, I greet ye ! 

Sir M. Don't cousin me, BUly^ or T shall greet you wHh 
a cudgel. 

Bomb* Cudgel thy brains I 

Sir M, He's crazy. We must have his head shavM. 

Bomb, ISings,] Foiir-and-twenty perriwigs all of a row ! 
The truth is, sir, f havte just met some old acquaiiitanceSy 
and I'm half mad with j oy. There are Peregrine Truncheon , 
Jack Spangle, and the pfopeny-man, with the wardrobe^ 
scenery, and machinery, all arnv'd together in a cart 
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Sir M* My stars \ tiie players in a cart ! 

Bomb, The manager is in a bitter taking. The aea has 
lost six of its wares, by the carelessness of a rogue of a 
chamberlain, who set it on fire ; the dragon wants a wing 
and two claws ; the drop-scene is ready to drop to pieces ; 
and the waterfall,, kanbg sprung a lealc, is likely to pro- 
duce an overflowing house. They have still a mustard- 
bowl to make thunder, and the landlord of the Half Moon 
has promised 'em some aquavitae for lightning. 

Sir M, But the ladies, Billy,-*-tlie ladies. 

Bofhh* Bless their dear souls ! they arrived safe ; but 
not without some adventures. Mrs. Aurelia Angelica 
Truncheon, by the upsetting of the vehicle, dropped into 
the mire, whale that interesting little personage. Master 
Aiphonso Peregrine Truncheon, the young heir* apparent, 
partook of the disaster ; my old favourite, Betty Ranter, 
travelling in the basket of tlie Opposition Fly, and fatigued 
by her exertionsitiie preceding night, in the characters of 
Desdemona, Colombine, and Moil Flaggon, soon tumbled 
into the arms of Somnus, when, dreaming about Othello, 
she suddenly eaaght a fat Quaker round the neck, and 
exclaim'd>— " Perdition catch my soul, bat I do love thee I" 

SirM, How fortunate! I intend, upon my wedding- 
night, to have a new tragedy of my own peif ormed) for tlie 
entertainment of the company, Mid tiiese players shall form 
part of the Drutnatit Peraonm. Von, Billy, as first fid^, 
must step forward with an elegant «r, a bow, and a smirk 
— thus :—*' Ladieft and Gentlemen y'^To -morrow evening 
will be perfomed a new tragedy : to which will be added 
t^e farce of* Matrimony.' " 

Bomb» Not a muiioai one ! 

Capi, The whole to conclude with the ** Devil to Pfty." 

Bomb* I'll speak the prologue, the })osc|r to the ring, 
dress'd iu a full suit of si^le.t,-^f6r 

*' Without black velvet breeches— what )s man ?** 

Then the advertisements ! Last night, Mr. Bombast ap- 
peared in the character of Don Miraculo Mustachio, in Sir 
ftjarmaduke Met!^)hor*s new tm^^y, called " The Amiable 
Assassin :" — his awfully-grand-terrific- transceudant-sub- 
lime and superlative success, absolutely astonished and 
electrified the audience. 

Copt. Bravo, Mr. Bomhast f bravo ! But, Sir Marma- 
duke, how do you begin this new tragedy of yours ? 

Sir M. I flatter myself the opening is fine !— The king 

c 
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sitting in a thoughtful posture, with a dagger and a bowl 
before him. 

Capt. Very solemn ! A dagger and a bowl of poison 

Sir M, No, of punch. I thinls the idea is origiual. 

Capt. O, quite ! 

Sir M. The characters, terribly deep! 

Capt, Make *em miserable ? 

Sir M, Yes ; I marry *em ! 

Capt, I hope, Sir Marmaduke, this piece will be more 
successful than your last one. 

Sir M. Yet, what a tragedy it was ! Such distress ! The 
audience must have suffered a great deal; how they 
groaned I 

Bomb, [W'hOy during the above convereation, hat relapsed 
into reverie."] The clock. striltes one ! — 

Sir M, Does it ? Then I must away ; 

Cupid calls, and 1 obey. lEjeit, k. 

Bomb. Your honour won't forget the plfty. 

Capt, Ha, ha, ha ! You 're a wag, Mr. Bombast ; you're 
a wag. 

Bomb. So was my father, Mr. Boniface Bombast, from 
whom I received the first rudiments of my education. He 
was in the auctioneering aud pamphleteering line : a very 
eminent man in his way ; and equally celebrated for knock- 
ing down an article in a sale room, and knocking up one in 
a review. My. first literary attempt was a flaming adver- 
tisement, to puff Doctor Von Drench'^em's newly invented 
original and genuine anti-bilious pill, an infallible cure for 
all acute disorders. My next was a Satirical Poem ; very 
acute, I can assure you. I then composed the whole art and 
mystery of Blacking, or Every Man his own Polisher ; 
which turned out all Betty Martin : and, among fifty other 
things, I was the projector of a patent steam-boat, which 
unluckily blew up, scalded the passengers, and kept me in 
hot water for a month afterwards ! 

Capt, And what made you turn stroller ? 

jBomd. Taste, sir; taste. Mr. Boniface used- to pi-o 
phecy that theatricals would be my ruin ; so he bound me 
apprentice to one Shark, an attorney, to save me from going 
to the devil ! 

Capt. I should have thought it had been the readiest way 
of sending you there 

Botnb. I was now condemned to study John Doe and 
Richard Roe, instead of King John and Kiug Richai-d the 
Third ; — what a task for a person of mv aspiring abilities ! 
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For I had heard of Shakgpeare, and I long'd 

To play upon the stage some tragic part ; 

And Heaven soon granted what my sire deny'd! 

I became acquainted with Mr. Peregrine Truncheon. 

Capt* And what came out of this new acquaintance ? 

Bomb. I came out, sir.— He flattered my talents and 
offered roe an engagement. Lawyer Shark stormed, — T 
ranted. " Copy that brief/' said he : " Brief let me be," 
said T. So I gave the little attorney leg-bail, and left his six 
pair of stairs' chambers in the Temple, to become a candi- 
date for theatrical honours in the temple of Thespis! 
where I made some noise. . 

Capi, I dare say you did ! 

Bomb, Had you hut seen my debut ; when I cleaved the 
general ear with horrid speech, the audience gave me .such 
a peal ! 

Capt, Orange peel, I suppose ; — but where are your com- 
panions ? 

Bomb- At the Pig and Whistle ! I hope, Captainy we 
shall have the honour of your patronage. 

Capt, Most certiunly; you must, however, excuse me 
for the present. Adieu, Mr Bombast, I hope you'll have a 
good house. [Exit J R. 

Bomb. Captain, your servant. Thus far we run before 
the wind ! Egad, it will be necessary to raise it too, for 
the company are heinously unprovided for. — What a thing 
it is to be a man of importance ! To stalud betwixt murder 
and merriment, like Garrick between Tragedy and Comedy . 
I've promised the churchwardens to be funny at the parish 
dinner, — musf nt miss that for the world ; 'tis the epitome 
of good living, and of good manners ! 

SONG.— rAtf Parish Dinner. 

Your city folk, with pun and joke, may boast their feasts a 

Guildhall, 
Where once a year, with dainty cheer, the epicures are 

mi'd all ; 
But I maintain, tho' plenty reign, to feast each hungry 

sinner. 
For fare and fun, youll ten to one prefer a parisTi dinner ; 
Where, cheek by jowl, each jovial soul, with double chin 

you mark. 
From honest Parson Humblebee to Snufflebags the clerk ! 

c 2 
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[Spoken.] '^ I say, vsdtor 1 hand dowu that calve's head 
from thtf top of the table. Vaitor ! don't ye hear ? The 
churchwarden wants a tite-tk-tSte with the calve's head ! 
Mr. Dismal, permit me to pass you a merry-thought. — 
Here's a skipjack for the dancing-master, and a bishoip*s 
nose for the clerk.—- Here, Tom ! Dick ! Harry ! Will no- 
body run for a plate ?"— <' My hoi'se shall, if you please ! he 
nmfor one at the St Ledger." << And carried off the stakes 
—Eh !"—" Hollow !"-^*< 'I'hen he won't do for me, for I'm 
devilish sharp set." — ** Ha, ha, ha ! a wery good joke, Mr. 
Quibhle ; but is that 'are your own ?" — ** No sir, it's a 
wig !"^** Good again. Well, it's all fair/'— " Aye, and 
fowl too, at a Parish Dinner !" 

See vermicellies, pies and jellies, partridges and custard. 
Widgeons, pigeons, ham, and lamb, in sweet confusion 
muster'd i 



Churchwarden Pinch, who'll never flinch, what gorman- 
dizing work he 

Kicks up among tlie chine and tongue^ the turtle-soup and 
turkey ! 

Such dainty things, ais legs and wings, to epicures are 
grateful, 

Of ev'ry dish, from fowl to fish, the lawyer's had a plate- 
full— 

While Simon Sneer, the ovei*seer, plays loyally his part. 

And now he swallows turtle-soup, and now an apple-tart ! 

[Spoken.] " I wish, sir, you would'nt spill no more 
parsley and butter into my coat pocket ! It's very uugen- 
tlemauly of any gentleman to stick needles into another 
gentleman *8 wig !"— " Pardon me, Mr. Pestle, you remem- 
ber the old song, * True as the needle to the Pole.' " — * * Come, 
come, Mr. Bacon, none of your gammon. If you come for 
to go for to prac-/t>« any of your practical jokes upon my 
friend, Mr. Pestle, who is a medical practitioner in full 
practice, I shall try the rule of three ui)on your knowledge- 
box, with a — witness my hand !"— " Pray, Mr. Floor'em, 
may I propound aquestion ? — Hav'ut you been to school ?"^ 
— '* Does a duck swim ?'*— " And what might you btudy ?" 
<* Knox's (Knocks's) Essays! Will you have a.taste?"— • 
"Silence I SUencel" 



8CEKE III.] THE DI8AO&EKABLE gUEPRUE. 20 

Such jamming, cramming, rhyming, chiming, smolciog, 

joking, jollity — 
The lawyer grave chaants forth a stare, the parson's all 

frivolity ! 

Now, clear the forks and draw the corks — ^huzza ! the pa« 
rish pays for't, 

Altho* the poor, we're pretty 8«re, will fast their forty dayi 
for'tl 

Cries Tommy Stich — '' the vine is sich, so pleasant, soft 
and mellow, «. 

So, Sammy Screw, I'll drink to you, for you're an honest 
fellow I" 

** Good Billy Bray J your song, or say V — " Excuse me. 
Muster Chairman !" 

" Vy, Freddy Friz, you're sich .a quiz, — ^you'd make a par- 
son swear, man !" 

ISpokm,"] *^l never speechify'd in all my horn days, 
except at oar last westry, for the election of a turncock, 
and then I got quizzed." *' Billy ,"ssud the barber, <' when- 
ever yon opens your mouth, you're sure to put your foot in 
it '." — " Gentlemen, "says I, " I hold this here argument to" 
be good." — " Hold that there tongue of yours !" says ano- 
ther, ** and then it will be better !" — ** Mr. Squiutum, will 
you favour us with a song ?" [lisps] '* Sir, I never sings, I 
only recites select speeches out of Millstone, Shikspur, and 
Wenus Preserved ; there's Mr. Brisket, of Carnaby Mar- 
ket :"— **Come,Mr. B. give us a touch of Hamlet."— "Vill- 
lingly : " My tablets — meat, it is, I set it down !" — " Vm 
sure Mr. Snuffle has got a singing face; do, Mr. Snuffle, 
strike up a Wolunteer." — " My woice is only among the 
middlings, Mr. Pwesident, but, if so be as how the com- 
pany is agweeable, I'll make it a pint." — " It will be more 
so if you make it a bottle." — ** Order ! order ! where's 
the chair?"—*' Under the table !"— " What! is Mr. Snip 
sewed np at last ? ha ! ha ! ha !" 

For rig and gig, and fun and pun, to make dull care a 
grinner. 

Of every feast, from west to east, give me a parish din- 
ner! lExit, L. 

END OF ACT I. 

c 3 
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ACT II. 

SCENE h—A Tavern, 

BoM9AaT, Truncheon, <i}M/SPAiiGi^, sHHng ai a table; 
bottles and glasses before them, 

TRIO 

Go search thrq' the world, you'U fiud notliing that's drol- 
ler ; 
Of 9^\ the gay Uvqs is the life of a stroller ! 
The fam'd Billy Shakspcare was surely to us kin, 
For he was a lad of the Sock e^nd the Buskin ! 
Then drink to the sons of good humour and whim ; 

Care is a mumper. 

So each fill a hamper ; 
A bumper, my hearties, quite up to the brim ! 

Bomb. Ha ! ha ! ha ! how merrily we lire f Jack Span- 
gle, give us a toast. 

Spang, I must rosin first [Df inks and JUIs again,'] Here's 
the stage that goes without wheels ; and may it uever want 
inside passengers I 

Bomb, Well said, my old Lad o'the Castle ! — But now, 

gentlemen, we*U to business. Sir Marmaduke Metaphor 

has appointed me acting manager during the representation 

of his tragedy to-morrow evening. You, Mr. 'rruncheoi»> 

, are to perform the part of a staff-officer. 

Trunch, A sort of constable, I suppose. 

Bomb, Pshaw ! Thou wertnot wont to be so dull, good 
Tyrrel. No; a military officer, a noble grand— one Ge- 
neral Hoscophoscorhinoribidi. 

Span. And who am 1 to be ? 

Bomb, You, Jack, aie to personate what the Romans 
call a Flamen. 

Span, And make a flaming speech ; eh! Mr. Bombast ? 

Bomb, But come. Brother Truncheon, give us a spice o« 
your quality. Speak the speech, — attitudinize. ITrun- 
cheon throws himself into a ridiculous posture.} ^fy dear 
fellow, don't moralize with your hands in your breeches 
pockets : 'tis a custom more hoiiour'd iu the breach than 
tire observance. 

Trunch, Will that do ? lAssmning a di^erent attitude. 

Bomb, Too much in the tea-pot style. Never pour out 
your soul in that position ; nor swing your arms and legs. 
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like the sails of a windmill. Suit the action to the word. 
Very well. Now fire away, Gr^neral ! 

Trunch, [repeating*] Ah ! what is man t 

A pancake toss* din Farttm^s frying-pan. 

Bomb. A little more fire to frying-pan. 

TVtmch. A pancake to8s*d infortune*s frjfing^pan ! 

[with energy, 
A Jarget meant for sport ; — Ms heart the btUVs eye. 

Bomb, There you've hit it ! 

Trunch, A patch»work piece. 

Bomb, [Truncheon pulls out his' handkerchief.] Patch- 
work, indeed 

Trunch, All pride andlinsey woolsey ! 

Bomb. Excellent well ! You'll soon be perfect ; but hark 
ye, gentlemen, not a word about the new tragedy. Sir 
Maruiaduke intends to give his father-in-law. Sir Timo- 
thy, an agreeable surprise. Let me see : when shall . we 
three meet again ? To-night at six ;-.- and to-morrow we'll 
e'en to't, like French falconers. 

Trunch. Agreed- 
Courage, my friends ! Come, Billy, boy ! come. Jack I 

At least we'll die with harness on our back ! 

[Ejeeunt Truncheon and Spangle^ R. 

Bomb, That's more than I'll undertake to answer for ! 
folks may complain of our loose habits, but if mine are not 
tight enough, there's no bracing in buttons ! What an ex- 
quisite iit? Yet Flora says that I'm a gentleman of the last 
edition, and that I write verses, like my master, for my 
owA amusement, and nobody else's ! Ah ! she hasu'c 
half the taste of my old tlame, Miss Barbara Bluffeuwig, 
the comical spinster of Leighton Buzzard ! 

AIR. — Bombast. 

'The lass that I courted was formal and shy, 

Harum, scarum, jig : 
The l&ss that I lov'd, as aquaker was sly, 

Harum scarum, jig : 
The laas that 1 lov'd had a cast in her eye, 
I swore she was pretty, but could'nt tell why, 

VVith my sighing, dying, 

Crocodile crying. 

Ranting, tearing, 

Swaggering, swearing, 

Harum. scarum, jig. 
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So sweetly she sung, that she rival'd the lark : 

Haruin, scarum, jig : 
So sweetly she sung like an owl in the dark : 

Harum, scarum, jig : 
So sweetly she sung, that she kindled the spark 
Of love in the breast of an old parish-clerk. 

With her quivering, quaking, 

Shivering, shaking. 

Tuning, quavering. 

Swooning, wavering, 

Harum, scarum, jig 

Her form it was slim, and her figure was tight, 

Harum, scarum, jig! 
Her pretty turn'd ancle, it ravish'd me quite, 

Harum, scarum, jig ! 
She'd caper and frisk it from morning till night, 
Tho' her left leg was shorter by far than her right ; 

With her rumbling, tumbling. 

Galloping, grumbling ; 

O such a dancer ! 

Gemini, Cancer, 

Harum, scarum, jig ! 

[EjpU, l. 

SCENE H.—^n Apartment in Sir Timothy Testy's House. 
Enter Maria and Captain Wing'em, r. 

Mar, You surprise me ! Mrs. Dunstable a party in our 
plot ! 

Capt, Yes, captivated by the martial dress and address 
of Corporal Jetemy, she has consented to forward our 
plans, provided the aforesaid Corporal Jeremy, bachelor, 
do take the said Dorothy Dunstable, spinster, to be his 
wedded wife. 

Mar, His wife ! O monstrous ! — And does the old wo- 
man absolutely intend to ran away ? 

Capt, Run, she cannot; hobble, she will! — but we 
must be on the alert. A post-chaise will be at the gar- 
den gate at dusk this evening, with four of the prettiest 
bloods 

Mar. And do you really expect me to gallop off with 
them .'' 
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Capt, Certainly not. Vou are merely to tijEe your seat 
in the chaise, and let them gallop off with you. 

Mar, And What will the towa — the newspapers«-~say of 
us? 

Capt, The Sun may, prohably, cast some reflections ; 
and the Times exclaim '* O Tempora, O Mores I" but 
Beirs Messenger will pardon the Belle's Stratagem ; and 
the Weelcly Dispatch will give us credit lor ours, depend 
vpon't. 

Mar» We shall make a charming subject for a para- 
graph ! 

Capt. Admirable ! '* Yesterday, eloped with Captain 

W , the lovely and aU-aCcompli^ed Miss. Maria 

T ^, The happy couple immediately set off for Scot- 
land, where they intend to pass the honey-moon, the 
Captain having a romantic castle beautifully situated on 
the baulis of the Ayr." 

Mar. In the air ! ha ' ha ! ha ! You military g«atlenie> 
are^ famous for building castles in that quarter, 

Enier Flora, l. in kastt, 

Flo. Now, miss, now is the tim^, to play off our scheme 
upon Sir Marmaduke. Your father has sent ^im to try 
his fortune with you himself: his countenance' is of prodi- 
gious length, and portends a set speech and a laboured 
compliment. 

Mar, I shall never have courage to perform my part ! 

Flo. Never fear: Til prompt you.— Captain, please to 
step into the next room, — we shall have rare sport! [Capt, 
fFing^em goes into an ac^oining room at the haoh of the 
stage J. which opens wi^h folding doors.] Here comes our 
I>emosthenes» 

£:nier Sm Marmadukb Metaphor, cautiously. MariA 
and Flora retire up the Stage, and continue conversing,. 
preiemHng not to see Mmf L. 

Sir M. Sir Timothy told me not to be too precipitate. 
Fair and softly,' she's a divine creature f 

Mar. I think, Flora, I must obey my father, aiid marry 
Sir Marmaduke. '^*» . 

Sir M. So: she begins to mollify. 

Mar. He's a ridiculous object, to be sure ! 

Sir M. That's not quite so civil. 

Flo. Therefore, Miss, the fittest person in the world to 
be made a tool of. 
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Sir M» Thank'e, Flora ! Egad, the devil wauts no abler 
deputy than a wiuting maid. 

Mar, [Turning round] As I live, here is the very gentle- 
man himself I Sir Knight, I'm yours. 

Sir M. Not yet, thank heaven ! 

Mar, I suppose you have come to break your mind to 
me. 

Sir M, Break my head^ if I do I Any other time^ m&dani, 
will do as well. 

Mar, Where's your gallantry, sir ? There is no time like 
the preseut. 

Sir M. She's vastly importunate ! 

Mar. Speak : I'm all attention. • • 

iSir M, She's determined to come to the point. To be 
sure, miss, I might have come with some such intention ; 
but 

Mar. No long speeches, I beg. The matter is soon set* 
tied : for my wishes are exti'emely moderate, thotigh there 
are certun Indispensables ; such as pearls, diamonds, new 
plate once a year> a fine equipage, two sets of horses, my 
coach, curride, vis-a-vis, &c. which one cannot do with- 
out ! 

Sir M^ A glorious inventory ! 

Flo. Then, sir, my lady most have a fine house, and 
furniture fit for a duchess. If she loses five hundred gui- 
neas at play, you must not lose your temper; but, to please 
her, you must cut down your timber, demolish your old 
house,, banish all your acquaintance, and bum your manu- 
scripts. 

Sir M. Burn my manuscripts ! 

Mar. In a word, you must supply my wants and bear 
with my ill humours. 1 will aee whom 1 please, go where 
I please, spend what I please^ and stay abroad when I 
please ! 

' Fh. You forget, miss, the opera box, with an engage- 
ment to Signora Squalini. You roust know, Sir Marma- 
duke, that I've a great penchant for music myself, — ^Uie 
iano, the soprano, the falsetto. I'll hum you a tune. 

Sir M. I think they are humming me all the time. 
Confound her sopranos i 

AIR.— Flora. 

Sir Knight, when he a wooiug came^ stood staring like a 
statue — 
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He whiu'd, he piu*d, so droll, poor soul ! aud look 'd quite 
stupid at you. 

The maidea sighM, the knight he cry'd-^to love I will pro- 
voke her — 

Will you marry me, my dear Alley Croaker ? 

Sir M, Haog' Alley Croaker. 

Mar, ^Qit shame, Sir Marmaduke. 

S^r M, I 'say hang Alley Croaker, and Signora Squalini, 
Very particularly .- , 

Flo, Ha! ha! ha! you're quite iu a pleasant humour. 
Shall I give you a merry mr ? 

Sir M, You give yourself too many, madam ! 

Mar, Pray, Sir Marmaduke,, did you ever dance ? 

£1r M, Dance, madam I I never danc'd in all my life ;-^ 
and, w}iat is more, I never intend to dance. 

Mar, You must positively be initiated in the graces, f 
should abominate a husband that could'nt dance. Shall 
ive waltz, reel, jig, minuet ? Come, sir, ch use your figure. 

JSir M, ' I don't know what you mean by figure. Me- 
thinks, I cut a very queer one myself !--but if I dance — 
that is to say — ^if 1 dance, ladies, may I be 

Fin, Hush, sir, no vows. A gentleman without his 
pumps looks as awkward as a lawyer without his wig, or 
an apothecary without his cane. Dance you muut. Head 
up, hands down, toes out, right foot Arsir—pousset, 

Sir M, What's pussy ? 

Mar, Very well. Now, lead off. 

TRIO. — Sib Marmaduke, Flora, and Maria. 

Mar» Will you dance to the tune of Sir^ Simon the King ? 
Sir M, Pooh, I can't, ma'am I 

Zounds, I shan't ma'am ! 
Fh: A waltz cotillion, or highland fling, 

A minuet, jig, or fandango i 
Sir M, Jigs I detest— Hi'ye tiiink I'm an ape. 

To kick up my heels to the fiddle's vile scrape ? 
Jtfia*. See, I declare. 

What a grace, what an air ! 
Fh, A Vestris in skil^ an Adonis in shape ! 
Sir 31, Well, if I must, egad, here goes : 

Right foot tapering. 

Left foot capering, 
I shall charm all the belles, and a&tonich the beaux, . 

When 1 4ance a jig or fandango ! 
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Afar. ^ Hold up your head, sir, and turn out your toes, 
Flo* 5 When you dance a jig or fandango. 

[During the above trio, which is to the tune of a waltz, Ma^ 
ria and Flora teach Sir Marmaduhe to dance ; after 
tohich they join in a reel with great spirit, Sir Marma- 
duke dancing until quite exhausted,] 

Sir 3f, Mercy, ladies, or Vm a dead man. 

Mar, Well done^ Sir Marmadake ! you'll be quite a pro- 
ficient iu time ; why, you seem surprised at my condescen- 
sion. . 

Sir AL Surprised ! — Pm rapt,— astonished,— astounded, 
— I'm absolutely electrified! 1 hardly know whether I 
-stand on my head or my heels. 

Mar, And now I hope we understand each other ? 

Sir M, O, perfectly. 

Mar, The old catalogue of sighs, tears, fond looks, f^, 
&c. that generally precede the marriage ceremony, 0ke 
a dull prologue to a play, we may as well dispense wHh. 

Sir M. Suppose, Miss Maria, we dispense with the ce- 
remony altogether. 

Mar, Amazement! Am. I awake! 

Sir M. Yes I miss, and so am I, to your whimis aftd 
your vagaries, your reels and your fandangos. And ^6u, 
Madam -Pert, with your opera box and Signora ^qiiahni; 
why, the revenues of the Grand Seignor, the Great Mogal, 
or the Cham of Tartary, would hardly be sufiieieiit to sup- 
port such extravagance ! 

Flo, I don't know what you may call extravagance, sir. 

Sir M, Then I'll tell you, minx ! five hunted guhieas 
lost at cards. 

Flo, Would you have my lady play at two-penny whist ? 

Sir M, Aye, and Pope Joan. 

Mar, Or beggar my neighbour, perhaps. ^ 

Sir M. Beggar your neighbour, if you please, madam, 
but don't think to beggar me. ^ Adieti, Miss Maria. You 
wont catch me again at right Ibot tapering— left footcaf^er*^ 
ing ! Good bye, Signora Squalini, with your waltzes and 
caterwauliugpi ! Damn caterwauling, aye> and pus&y into 
the bargain ! [Eieit Sir Meirmaduht, l. 

Flo, Ha ! ha 1 ' ha ! the poor knight is nearly frightened 
out of his vn\» ; we hav;e fairly got rid of him \ now to set 
our prisoner free. [Tape at the room-dcor^ Noble Cap- 
tain, coine forth ! 
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JSnier Captain Winc'em/^vhi ths room* . 

. Cflp/p Vpu plajr^youriMiirDi aclmirably; bol, wf ()ear 
Maria, l^t us Instantly take advant^e of tills bapfijr oppoiv 

Mar. Surely that wajs my father's voice ? — He fiomss this 
way ! WhatTsto be 40Qe? 
Flo. Suppose, captidn, yon try the win4QW ; 

[,fAfvoic0ii^iiiroafkn0mr«K 
Cupid will lend you wiugs ! 

Capi, } wish i»*i lend v^ an extra pair of l^s I 1*11 
run all chances, and step back>|K» «ny old.quart^p. 

Li^0f fVifi^0m gQ90 mfo th$ room 

Enter SikIx^othh , dragging in Jbremy, ^itpihpd, l* 

Sir Tim. As I am a ki<i^1it bnd one ef the qHomm, tell 
me, fellow, how yea dame to hk skulking io my house? 

Jir. Skulking in yonr h6Use, sir ! 

Sir Tim. Don't repeat' my words, sirrah :— Let ma take 
your (^spoaiiiofu :'— YbiUr' nktii^, villmn I 

Jer. Toby THpeface, your honour. 

iSfJr 9fm. Were ypu'b6rn in wedlock, To^ f 

Jer. Noa, your worship ; atYaclfum, InYorkshife. 

Kr JTifrti AniC whd are'yoAr puenis > ' 

Jer. He I h^! h^l why jaj feyiheraad mother, year 
excellency 1 ' 

Sir 9W. Hnrnpih T ttid vAitA it yoftr' profession ? 

Jer. I be a conjuror. I tells fortinB $ and 4nds thing! 
«iatbel(fei ' ^ . 

Sir Thn. And 1&tng# thai are not lost, 4 dare say | Voif 
are then a sort of o^romaiicer ? 

Jer» N97 not a negro man, sir. 

Sir Tim*' AudyifhtA the plague brings 'you here ? 

J€r: PlagUe'',1ut^ enoiigh ! Why, love lor that yenag wo- 
man, ybfur worship, [poiniing to Flora.] We've a sqyK of 
fnietikingiHndne$s'^nir 6iiiteanotiher. ' k 

^f> 7^ Bn^Unng kindness I You've no hnslness to be 
sneaking in my '^ouse, isirr^. is this true. Mistress Ini* 
quity ? 

Fh. I blUfefi to own it, Sir Tinio^y ! 
' jS%r -7Vf7i. Bldsh t then it must be aomej^iiig very bad in- 
deed !— however, Toby, tc» cool the effects of your pasifott^ 
rn desire my coaphman fb give ytfu t#6Dty goo^ s&rip^ i 
ff^ora and'M^ria mkhe moHtmtto Qaptmnff4ni^ei^, wk^ 

during the oboue convere<ition, keepe peeping through the 
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door in the flat ; he then comes^forward : Maria and Flora 

steal q^, R.] 

Capt, [Tapping Sir Timothy on the 'shoulder.^ SirTiiho- 
-Ihy, .1 daim the right of puiiishiDg that man myself, as a 
deserter from the company which I have the honour t6 
command. 

Sir Tim, A deserter ! Toby Tripeface! eh! villain ' 

Jer, Yes, sir, a deserter, and, like yoar worship, no 
•conjurer ! [Throwing open his great coat^ under which ap 
pear his regimetUals.'] 

Str Tim. And who are yoa, my youngr Mars ? — ^and 
how the deuce came you into my house ? 
" Capt, I watched (he fellow hither, and am come to take 
him into custody. I'm Lieutenant Hector Thunderbolt, at 
your service J 

, Sir Tim. Pray, Lieutenant Hector Thunderbolt, do you 
know any thing of one Captain Wing'em ? 

Capt, The Captain is a particular friend of mine : have 
you any thing to say against him ? 

Sir T, Only that the intriguing rascal has more tlian 
once attempted to run away with my daughter. 

Capt. I've heard Wing'em relate some of his pranks at 
your, house-:- When you were out at the window, he waa 
in at the door ; and when you were in at the door^ he was 
put at^ the window.— Inhere are odds depending, that the 
captain runs away with your daughter in spite of you. 

Sir Tf Then he must be quick About it, for she's going 
fo be married to-morrow ! 

Capt. Nay, even more than that. Sir Timothy ; that he 
tricks ^pu in your vcy presence, and bamboozles you to 
your face I 

Sir T, But what must I be about to let himi No, no^ 
tell your intriguing friend, that I'm perfectly well prepared 
for his reception, should he, or his facetious corppral, 
bonor me yrith another visit : a loaded blunderbuss shall 
sound his welcome ; and for Master Jeremy, his bottle- 
holder, a cat-o'- nine' tails shall do his business. 
,.Jer,. Inside.} You see what we have to expect, sir. 

Capt. The captain is a bold man. — Faiilt heart "never 
won fair lady.— Don't be too positive. Sir Timothy. 
. Sir T» Zounds ! I'll be imperative ! for superlative must 

£t his cunning if he gets the better of my sagacity If he 
as wit enough to wed my daughter, in the name of in- 
yenuity lei him wear her i and if he makes a dupe of me 
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at Uiia time o' day, let ibim call me fool all my life after- 
wards ! 

, Capt, HaS- ha! ha! I'll delirer your message. Sir 
Timothy. 

Sir 1\ Add you shall he umpire, Lieutenaut, to say 
whether I've heen fairly triclied ! 

Capt* Agreed 1 Ha! ha! ha! — Come, sirrah. 

[Exeunt Capt, iv, and Jeremy^ R. 

Sir T, Make a fool of me to my face ! H.i ! ha ! ha i — 
I should like to see the jock'cy that would dare to make a 
./ool of A kuight and an alderman ! 

AIR.— Sir Timothy. 

Fee, faw, fum ! Orator mum ! 

All knotty points I decide well ; 
Tippling blocks I put in the stocks. 

And rogues I hadd over to Bridewell. 

Great and small, gentlefolks all. 

Own I'm with dignity big ; 
They stare, declare^ and swear, O rare ! 

What wisdom must lie in my wig ! 

No pleader, no proctor, no lawyer, no doctor. 
In country, court, college, or town : 

No peer, or M. P., can look grander than me. 
When I'm drest in my Alderman's gown. 

Julap, catliartic, give people, the heart-ache. 

Wine it gives spirits and glee ; 
With tuitie and ven'son to feiast jolly friends on, 

Old Nkk may take phync for me ! [fkHt, l. 

SCENE \\L— An Apartment. 

ft 

Enter Bombast. 

Bomb, Glorious doings for the approaching marriage !«— 
all bustle and business. The dinner, which has been a 
long time in preparation, will be speedily produced ; it 
wilt, no doubt, go down extremely well, — become a popu* 
lar entertainment, and, I hope, have a good run.*-* Ftora 
crottea the stage y l.] Ha I Flora ! whither so fast? 

Flo, Mr. Bombast, I'm in a great hurry. 

Bomb, What^ hey for the wedding I You mupt know 

d2 



4g tafi miA^SkttikiStt Biritptifli:. (act ii. 

Vvn toidpamd 4u Bptthalii^iliiWBiyt^lf^ fbr tbe cxx»a!ou . 
'tis 90 tender, so soft ! 

Fbh No wotidev |-4t bamen frotfi a soft place, [potnting 
to hh forehead.] 

Birtnb. Theh ihj Ode M Sleip • '^ A#ake. 6 Miise !'*-. 
and my Sonnet to Winter^ begiiihihg with " Hiiil I" 

Fh. A sontiet to Winter should always b^giii wi& hail . 

Bomb, I're bedh ^hinkhi^ whsjt a charming Lucy you*d 
make for Aii tf4g^«r'» O^i^a. 

Fia. r^ry l!k^ f fof^ i^ ifthould M b^^arg Ourselves ! 

Bomb. How naturally m sh^nold play ih« PrisOn Scente 
together ! 

Flo. I'm afhiid W« shdbici ; hut here comes Mrs Dun- 
stable ; shew her your Odes. — ^You must, however, bawl 
pretty loud, before she^U heai^ & w&rd you say. 

lEjritFiora, r.- 

Bomb. Bawl! I'll thunder! 

JEfUer Mrs. Dunstable, l. viewing Aersei/ in a pocket' 

, #fMft 

Mrs. D, sMethihks; I ti^v^r lOokM mdre enchantinf 
than I do at ihis moment! Kb Nirunder Jeretny was so 
much captivated v^ inylipf)eat'anCe. 

Bomb. See how the old lass keeps holding the mirror 
op Uf nature, or .rather to ill-nature ! — Now to astonish 
her with a stave of my own coinposih^ ! 

BotnbaH,sing$ tkefoihiting Air in the h^hmt strain o/qfee^ 
tation, xtsing the most e^ttravagant gestures: 

AIR. " 

. »• ■ . • , ' 

GM-miAlr Doteth^ ! Dot^fliy D«i»table ! - 

Tall as Juno, as Venus fair ! . 
Love reignkfi^H^, l)fgl> Baiiifrand Cohstable, 

Migor domo $ he takes the chiur ! 

Blythe he looks, as ne'er ^ fnar} he.mieaiit; 

Say W. Aye, and he'll not say No !.. . 
{letttrn, as meniber to Hymen*8 parliament. 

Me, Love's candidate, b^udiog Ipw \. 

tharthihi^ Dorothy ! What can the matter be ? 

H^WyouBtSrel D'ye think I'tn a ghost? 
Where the d^uce can her hearing, odd rat her 1 be ^ 

Biett liiy sottl! i^Vs as denf a^ a pofSti 



SCCK^ III. J TBHB DISAO&SEA^LE 8UftPBXS£. ^} , 

Pink of excellence ! Beauty's paragon ! 

Why do those cherry cheeks look sb blue ? 
My hearts ta'en flight ! it is like a rock sparrow, gone ! 

Hopp'd the twig, love ! and flown to you ! 

Mrs. D, Wliat does the capering gentleman mean ? — Is 
he also struck with my figure ? [aside,^ Where can Jeremy 
be all this time ? 

Bonib. Of I'm a key too low ! I must speak a little louder. 
I'm sorry to find you are so deaf, Mrs. Dunstable. {^Speaks 
ioud,'\ , 

Mrs, D. Deaf I 

Bomb, I wonder you don't carry a trumpet, madam, 
since the drum of your ear is so much out of repair ! 

[Raises his voice still higher, 

Mrs Z>. I don't understand you ! 

Bomb, Poor woman, how very deaf she is ! Let me ag- 
gravate my voice. Mrs. Dorothy Dunstable, I say ! 

iBawis very loud in her ear, 

Mrs, D. Bless my heart,' man, d'ye mean to stun me? 

Bomb, I understand you are a great lover of the Muses, 
Mrs. D— ; so sit down, if you please. 

[Places her in ac/ta,ir, 

Mrs, D, Sit down ! 

Bomb. No standing room! 

Mrs, p. I'll raise the house I 

Bomb, [Hngs.] \* Pray Goody, please to moderate the 
rancour of your tongue I" 

Mrs. D, Help ! help I 
' i9om&. Nay, madam, if you're determined to ^larm .the 
ueighboiyhood, I'm off* Exit In a hurry, as Swift says. 

[Exit Bombast, L. 

Mrs, D, What a Turk ! what a Saracen ! to inisult one 
of the softer sex! But where can that sweet youth, 
Jeremy, be roving ? Heigho 1 Cupid reigns sole monarch 
of this susceptible bosom ! 

AIR. — ^Mrs. Dunstable. 

O love ! dear deluder ! 
Thou charming intruder ; 
Nigh perching, 
. 31y urchin, 

Ypur arrow have sped, — 
D 3 
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What soft palpitations .! 
Helightful sen^atiuiis ! 

Parsae me. 

Run thro' me> 

And woo me 

TowedH 
Piff the enoe stable 
Dorothy Dunstable ! 

Cntigliig and 
. twifigiag, 

She bows at your throne 

Tend her, 

Ottllcmt.hi»') .. , 

Enelmattier, ' 

Nor taunt, her, 
Btft grant her. 
A S9ark..pf lier ownl ' [l&jriV ft. 

" • .... • . . 

Enier S» TiMottaY, i. 

Sir T.Th^e^l Klurder! A trick! I'm robbed, bit, 
bamboozled, and ruined! Til hare eirenaoul jIn the.4P0Use 
hanged! and old mother DunsflMe friii^tped sft th^cirt*s 
tail ! . the viUians could nev^ ftK^e WnMi toff tty dM^h- 
ter without her 'connii^^ice. , .. 

EtUer Davy Dumpling, {cat^toutij/^) tu' 
batjjf D. ftush!' yott^' W<>hiliii»4'*«lMBb !«Hkh«re'« a 

plot— . . ,: : 

Sir T. A plait, blockhead ! Don't! know there's a plot ? 
Au^t I the 'dupedf ibt plot ? Is^M die^ilot hloifn td, my 
d^ter sliam'e and cdnfurfou ? W«li't the i>lot «kll me f<^ 
all the clkys dt Itay Kfe idfter ? • 

Dwp D. Then you won't be ealted iotA mtrnj rdayk! 
You've not got long to live-^Hush !— You'll be assassi- 
nated ! 

Sir T. What! are you trying it on, too ! Am I to be 
the butt of the whole bouse N-^Have a «art, sirrah ; have 
a care^I'm in no liuiiM>ur t6 bt trilled With. 

Davif D. It's no trifle, yoitr tv<M<8ldp — you'll be mur- 
dered. — Hush! and you shall hear all.— As 1 war passini; 
by the library just how, 1 ^(sd'Si)' Marmaduke and Billy 



fiombast, as Hw\ir» id t^dae fcoiitiUaUAi(m4«4d 4hhiln I 
to myscl— 

. Sir T* What the de«<ii sigiiiites ti^t ydu tlKKight ? Don't 
keep iwe upou hot iroitsi-^Wilat^d ^oUhter .^-p^Wliat did 
ye« aee ? 

Davy D. Sir Marmaduke talked about <fiirp(tiM^ tiM 
old gentffetwm-^. 

Sir r«WhnoldgentIetimii? 

DatfffD, Why your worship, to a dead sartaidty f«*^ 
t< Let'« mmet Mm," says he.^« No, Iks" i<iys B^IIt. 
<' Sharp's the word— I'll Hick him I" and he pro]kiili«d «»: 
perform it to-morrow night ! 

iSVr ir\ lji<H^)i^E^ ift^rqr^iilrtm Yse ! 

DavyD. Billy said it would he %0-nitturAh 
. .SirrvUniilrtiil^l! ^^parriddesl 

Davy P% And IhSt WOidd WfpHte toft «. iitd«. . 

6?t> 71 It has surprised roe agrealoeal! 

. ^m9^. ** It "VviU i«4uit« some iHaeaiHmh'* nld Sir. 
Marmaduke. 

<Sir 7^. Execution, indeed 1 I'm stinick all of a lieap ! — 
What can be their niothre ? iBut nO matter — there's not a 
nrdtftfeirt CD <beMl^ 1lMi^1«aty> and sLlarm the servawts I 
RiM tlie fM>«Se1 Fc«^ t^ie -constable I [^A?ir-DA?rr, 1(4 
Mamtmtmfmet^ :(%,,) fndeep ¥€V€riet hrmahhing a^agfgp', 
and talking to hitnsel/J] O Lord ! kere cOtnet one of the 
villains, ready armed for the business ! 

[Tteliret to the back of the seme. 

Bomb. Puti,is»xte,^Mii Til pink the old boy to a 
fliSracfe! 

Sir T. O tbe )(i»rfy, WeHb, ^UidA \ 

Bomb. Here's 41 MiiMfi^/ [Holding yp ike dagger.'^ Hip! 
That's the ttme oMay. [Making a plunge,} Lie still, old 
Truepenny ! [Ptdt ikt dagg» in Me nde pocket.} 

Sir T, I breathe again ! 

Bathb. Hiei-elft )ie a scetie after iSie thti^lei' f Otft, 
daatrfaed «pot 1 WheA^-^Wfao^d )xa?e thought the old man 
had got so much blood in him ? . " 

Sir T. [RmMttg forw&rd,] Who 'would indeed, ^Hjdm ! 
Hard you uffi taised it by yout afhominablej wic'ked plot? 
Keep off<^Stand^In ibt king's name, t chargt yon to 
surrender! 

Bomb. Hah ! By the Lord, our plot is as good, a plot as 
ever was laid ; an excellent plot 

Sir T. /Go on 5 I'im a magistrate— ccdrfessi and discl«ttj;e 
yntir ccniscience. 
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Bomb, That's discharged already I I am myself bat 
indifltirent honest. 

Sir T. I don't doubt it ! You must away to prison, sir- 
rah I Here, Ralph! Davy! Where the devil are you all ? 
[Davp and Servants enter with Sir Martnaduke, r.1 Secure 
this villain I ' 

Davy. Here be toother conspirator, your worship. 

-Sir M» Upon my word, this is vastly uncivil ! What d'ye 
mean > 

Sir T, What do you mean ? Parry carte f Pintt me to a 
miracle! 

Sir M, I protest — 

Sir T, So do 1! Sharp's the word I We'll stick him ! 

SirM, But, Sir llmothy— 

Sir T. Hip ! That's the lime o'day ! O the cmd, abo- 
minable assiassins ! Hold 'em fast I Off with 'em ! 

Aomb, Here's a gig ! 
[The Servants and Sir Thnothp carry ^ Sir Marmaduke 

, and Bombast, L.] 

JEnter Jeremy, r. 

Jer. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Sir Marmaduke Metaphor and Billy 
Bombast are foirly taken t^ and taken in ! O Davy Dum- 
pling, thou prince of dunderheads, how much is my master 
indebted to thy stupidit) ) 

Enter Flora, l. 

J^. What is the meaning of all this, Jeremy ? 
Jer, Wby^ Sir Marmaduke's tragedy / — I've no time to 
explain further ; for here comes my intended. 

Enter Mrs. Dunstable, r. 

Mrs* D. [ffliispering Jeremy, "l Jeremy! Tm ready to 
start. 

Jer. I must get rid of old iniquity, or she'll spoil all. O 
thou disgrace to ancient ladies ! But she raves ! See how 
her eyes glare ! 

Mrs. Z>. Yon vile seducer of unsuspecting innocence ! 
But I see it all ! Have I read Religious Courtship ? Have 
I studied the Wliole Duty of Man for this ? {Ewit, r. 

Enter Sir Timothy and Sir Marmaduke, l. 

Str T, Ha ! ha I ha ! An odd blunder, indeed ! A comical 

tragedy I You must pardon me for laughing, Sir Marmaduke. 

Sir M* All my tragedies have got a knack of making 
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peopte merry^ ^whlte not a 80iil will laugli A^ any of my 
comeilies^' I wuh,>witb all my heart> that Davy I>um|yiitvg 

had been at Da\7 Jones's Loek^< < 

Sir T, Well, sirrah Toby Tripeface, and what have you 
to say for breaking into «ay bouse, and running away with 
my daughter ? . . 

Jer. 1 did neither. Sir Tiibothy. Mrs. Dorothy Dun- 
. stable let me into your house ; and I let my master out, 
who ran away with your daughter himself, fiut here is a 
couple, who will no doubt make their own apology. 

JSnier Caftan WiWIirKKtf muI MaAia, l. 

Sir t: f^ti, godd iblks, toUVe trioked lihe old knight; 
you've bamboozled tHe alderman to his face, and, now, 
yon're cohi^ tb lAtrgh at liin). Hafk ye. Captain Wing'em, 
you shall find me no enemy to a good joke, though 1, my«^ 
self, may chance to be the subject of it ; — and Sir Marma- 
duke*s tragedy has put us in such good humour, that, with 
every disposition to look angry, I can't muster up a face, 
for the life of me.— I am convinced you are a gentleman, 
since you bear his majesty's commission. I believe your 
regard for my daughter is disinterested, for you have 
hazarded the displeasure of her father, upon whom her 
fortune depends ; and that you are a monstrous clever fel- 
low, is beyond a doubt, or yoa would'nt have proved too 
many for me. These recommendations have overcome my 
scruples ; I therefore desire that the wedding-dinner may 
be celebrated at ray house : and if our good friend. Sir 
Marmaduke, will honour us with his presence 

Sir M, With all my heart ! Since I'm not to be the 
iu^ect of an Epithalamiuro, i^gad, I'll be the author of oncl 
ru invoke the muse. Descend, ye nine! — 

Enter Bombast, r. 

Bomb, Blush, blush, thou sun 1 Start back, thou rapid 
ocean, 
And into chaos pulverise the world! 
For Billy Bombast has receiv'd a blow * 
And Davy and Sir Timothy shall die ! 
Str T. Mr. Bombast, I beg ten thousand pardons for this 
ludicrous mistake. 

Bomb. Ha, ha, ha ! Poison in jest, Sir Timothy ! No 
offence in the world. But the new tragedy ? 

Sir T, It shall be performed, Mr. Bombast : you shall 
pink the i[>ld boy to a miracle ! 
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Bomb* Sha]l I, Sir Timothy ? — ^TKen, ladies and gen- 
tleuifD, may we request the honour o/ yooi' company to- 
morrow evening? [7b the audience,] 

FINALE. 

Flo, 'Our autlior lean, behind the scene. 
To you. entrusts his cause ; 
f > glad Ills heart before we parti , 

And greet him with applause. 

Bomb. And, may he find his laughing plan, 

Has ple&H'd our gen'rous friends well $ 
Eadi critic the Good-natur'd man. 
Why then, ** AU*s well that ends well.*' 
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REMARKS. 



On an Incident of an exceedingly delicate nature, convey* 
ing a somewhat questionable moral, Rotzebiie has con- 
structed a>very powerful and intereftting drama. Fruitful 
as is the stage of various examples of reformation, it was 
reserved for this bold and origluiil genius to present that of 
a penitent adultress received again into favour by the party 
she had mo8t injured, and restored to her former rank in 
society, which, by all laws but those of the drama, she had 
irtetrievably forfeited. In this dangerous experiment Kot- 
zebue has fully succeeded : in his own country his play met 
with amazing success; and, when transplanted to this, 
uuder the tide of '* The Stranger,*' it became equally po- 
pular. Whether this be an evidence of meretricious taste, 
we will not stop to argue; but, certainly, a more amiable 
picture of repentance was never exhibited on the ^tage ; 
and of the many who have witnessed this representation, 
we verily believe, there is not one, critics excepted, but ha? 
hailed the dhiouement with the roost pleasing emotions. 
There are certain sturdy moralists — sticklers for dramatic 
decorum-;-who object to this drama as holding forth an 
encouragement to matrimonial infidelity: but the man 
who shall turn highwayman because Macheath is reprieved, 
would have been a rogue under any circumstances ; and 
the virtue that gives way at the moral of ** The $tra*.ger,*' 
is of too sickly a character to deserve much solicitude. 
Still we repeat, that the subject is open to grave discussion^ 
and, what is more dangerous, to the shafts of satire aud 
ridicule. Doctor Young has very ingeniously touched upon 
it, in a taunt thrown oat by Zaoga to Alonzc: 

** If you Jbrgivt, the world will oall you good 
Itycnftrgct, the world will call you wUe / 
If you receive her to your grnee again. 
The world will call you pety, vtrjf kind," 

And a modern satirist clearly refers to this verypkp in the 
following lines : 

a3 
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" fhir taste U G o rman a nd our wiv«i will m. 
How pure the doctrine of a German pla^ / 
Where yioe appears so ifmoccntlp dreaird, 
yfe almost £uicy cuekoldom a jest ! 
For the frail nymph so well her crime defends. 
The couple cM«p^-#m&rac«— ^and'soon areftiendg/* 

lu answer to all this, we may fairly remark, that " The 
Stranger" has rivetted the attention, drawn the tears, an4 
excited the applause of the public dariog many yeari^ How 
long it ,may continue w to do, in the present almost total 
decline of high tragic talent^ is a question we cannot pre- 
tend to decide. 

" Some hypercritic eries in ev'ry age. 
How rich the /a«r— how poor the prtfent stage 
So undertakers cry, on corpses tbd — 
Ah 1 no man UoivattM, till he^s dtadr 

These obseri'ations apply well in some cases ; but when" 
Kenihle and Siddons gave tk^ first impressions to tiie two 
principal characters, some new and extraordinary genius 
must arim, ere we can bejwtig accused of hypercriticism. 

The character of the Stranger is finely imagined : he is 
a misanthrope not by nature, bat circumstance : he had 
trusted, and bad been fatally deceired ; and, having suf- 
fered in the very near and dear relations of wife and friend, 
he became disgusted with mankind, and resolved never to 
trust more. His heart, however, is not wholly shut up 
against kindly feelings ; for, on his first introduction, we 
find him feeding the hungry and succouring the oppressed. 
Indeed, nothing can be more interesting than this scene— 
the short, detached, but pithy sentences that compose the 
singular dialogue between him and Francis, require no 
commentary, they speak volumes of themselves. In point 
of terseness and expression, what can exceed bis reply to 
Fronde in the 4th Act ? 

** Vra, You have been married thenf 
Stnu Ck> and prepare fiar our Journey" 

AC the same time,yW/y to understand the beauty of this 
abrupt reply, it will be necessary to recall how Kenible 
pronounced it His scene with Baron Stemfort is highly 
rmpassioned: carried away by the intensity of his feelings, 
his habitual taciturnity leaves him, and he depicts in^glow- 
Iitg colours the artifices that had been practised upon him, 
and the wrongs he had endured. His first meeting with 



Mrt. HaStr is rery iiq^iously oontriTed ; tbe instantaneous 
dcsiDg of tlie soene—^br words woald have been uselesR — 
considerably heightens the effect^ and leaves the miud at 

U leisnre to coDJecture what will be the result of an in- 
terview so extraordinary and interesting. The character 
of the Stranger is consistently preserved throughout the 
]>lay ; and even when the reconciliation eventually takes 
place, no violence is done to probability, nor is the incident 
In any degree forced or unnaturaL 

We now touch upon tender ground*— the penitent adul- 
tress. With all the art of Kotzebiie, the cause Jetssigtied for 
Mrs, Hatter's lapse from virtue, is but lamely imagined. 
She is made acquainted with her husband's infidelity ; but 
by what, means? — By forged letters, the treachery of a 
servant, (very common ageucies !} and by the party who 
becomes the instrument of her seduction. A moment's 
reflexion would have told her, that her husband's imputed 
infidelity was but an ai'tful plea to accelerate her own. 
How differently does Mrs, Beverleg, in the tragedy of ** The 
Gamester," receive a like intimation from the vUlsAnStukefy, 
But Mrs,Be9erley is a character that rises Co the subihne: 
while the Countess of fVatdbourgy in this tfutance, proves^ 
that her credulity is as easy as her virtue. But a pretty wo- 
man, in tears top ! is at all times a powerful advocate ; for 
beauty, like charity, covereth a multitude of sins, llie 
lovers of what is called *' poetical jusdce" might have 
gloried in beholding the unhappy wife, scorned and re- 
jected, and cast away desolate and broken-hearted. Such 
feelings may be considered noble — 

'* We think the Roouum esU it sMcism, 

Bat stoicism is a virtue, that we neither profess nor desire : 
let those who really have it keep it to themselves : let them, 
we say, '* give God ti^anks, and make no boast of it I" 

The lighter parts of this play form a pleasing contrast to 
the sombre. The important Mr, Solomon with his *' sun- 
day wig** and '* foreign correspondence;" and Master 
Peter, ** who thanks his stars he was not born a fool !" 
yet lacks the wit to help ** his little excellency" out of the 
water — are extremely aniusing. The representachre^ of 
these comic personages were Emery and Simmons. What 
havoc has time made in tbe once famed cast of the drama ! 
Siddons retired— and the three great actors for ever lost to 
the busy scene. *' Ha! no more moving I— -still as the 
gravel 
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This piece is excellently tanslated br Mr. Thompson, 
who has preserved all the spirit and raciness of his origi* 
oal. To this gentlemen we are indebted for the transla- 
tion of t^itntj other plays from the same language ; and 
among them, '* Pizarro/' which is cuHoos, if it be only 
to compare it with the drama of Sheridan. The beautiful 
air in the 4di Act, *' 1 have a silent sorrow here," is by 
tibe author of " The School for Scandal,'* and when sung 
to its plaintive melody, accompanied by tiie speaking action 
of Kemble. as the Stranger^ smote upon the heart As an 
Instance of the extraordinary power of this drama (as ori" 
ginally acted) over the feelings, we remember seeing one of 
the greatest heroes of this, or of any other age or nation, 
deeply affected at its representation, particularly in the last 
scene. When it was reported to the first Duke of Marl* 
borough, that one of his captains had wept at the tragedy 
of ^* Cato," that brave man, taking a right estimate of 
true heroism, replied, " He'll never fight the worse for 
it :" and the field of Waterloo was won, after the trifling 
incident we liave just recorded. 

In speaking of modern acting, we leSve Siddons entirely 
out of the question: that> sublime genius, like Shaksjjeare, 
is above comparison : her impersonations were the highest 
that the art is capable of reaching. When we therefore 
•ay, that Miss (VNeil appeared in Mr*. Nailer, with the 
recollection of Mrs- Siddons full in the public miud, and 
•osttiined the character with the most complete success, 
what further testimony can be required of her merit ? 
Her performance was distinguished by the utmost delicacy, 
pathos, and beauty- Mr. Young has succeeded Mr. Kemble 
in the Stranger i and with that good taste and judgmt^t, 
which rank him so high in his profession, has not, with 
an affectation of originality, hunted after new readings or 
forced action ; but has been content to follow, though not 
>ervilely, his illustrious model : for we pronounce, without 
fear of contradiction, that any material deviation from Mr. 
Kemble's conception of this singular character, would de- 
stroy the effect altogether, llie Stranger w&^ one of Mr. 
Kemble's performances that became completely identified 
with the actor. It is absolutely necessary to catch his 
manne/y before a just idea of the character can be realized, 
it is more than probable, that the conception of Taylor, the 
original Hamlet^ has been regularly transmitted to ns oy 
succeeding actors. From the instructions of Sir William, 
Davenant, Bctterton derived his idea of the character, 
which was precisely that of Taylor : and Betterton senTd 



a model for Booth and Quin, who, in turn, had their 
transcripts. In like manner, the beauties of Kemble nfay 
be partially transmitted to posterity. 

Other actors have titteiiipted the character, and with 
some degree of applause ; which we conceive the audience 
muflt have conceded upon the principle described in 
"Hamlet" — " The lets they deserve, the more merit is in 
your bounty." 



Cast oj tJte Ckantcters, as performed at the Tlieatrea Uo^'ul 



Covnt Oard»»i. 

Tne Stranger Mr. Young. 

Count Wintersen Mr, Connor. 

Baron Steinfitrt Mr, Egetton. 

Jfn Solomon Mr. Bartley. 

Peter Mr. Meadowi. 

ToMat Mr. Chapman. 

Francis Mr. Failey. 

George Mr. Heatlw. 

Count* Son, (five year* old.) * •• • Miu H* Boden. 
Stranger^* Son (five if ears old* J' * Misf R* Boden. 

Mrs* Holier Mrs. Slomaru 

Countess fVintersen Mrs. Faucit* 

Charlotte Mrs. Gibbs. 

Annette i Miss Henry. 

CSaudine Mrs. Boyle. 

Susan 

Stranger's Daug^iter (4 yeaire ota) 



TKvts Laiie. 

lAr. Kean. 
Mr. Mercer. 
Mr. Archer. 
Mr. Terry. 
Mr. Harley 
Mr. PowelL 
Mr. Penley. 
Mr. Povey. 
Master I. Carr. 
Master J. Carr. 

Mrs. West. 
Mrs. Orger. 
Mrs. Hughes. 
Bfiss Povey. 
Miss Cubit. 



TmanlUt Servants, Dancers ^c 
8CE N E, --^ermani^ 



<So0tum^» 



BARON STEINFORT.— White body «nd paataloou, with Mur* 
let hiuMur doak and doeves, hanging over one shoulder ; the whole 
trimmed with gold laoe : hessian boot*, cap, and feathers. 

COUNT WINTERSEN. — A green dress of the same mak& 

STRANGER. — Dark grey douUet and pantaloons, trimmed with 
black velvet ribbon ; boots, and slouch hat. 

FRANCIS. — Drab-ooloured doublet and pantaloons, russet boots* 
and round cap. 

SOLOMON. — Brown coat, scarlet embroidered waistcoat. Mack 
velvet breeches, striped stockings, shoes, buckles, full curled powdered 
wig. Second dress : flowered satin suit 

PETER. — White cotton body, grey fly, and trunks, blue stockings, 
russet shoes, small round white hat> iiroad shirt collar. Second dress : 
flowered silk suit, and white stockings. 

TOBIAS.— Dark drab or grey body, ^th trunks of same, blue 
itoddngs, cap, and shoes. 

COUNT'S SON.— Light blue suit, silver buttons and sash, white 
stockings, shoes, and cap. 

WILLIAM, (Th< Stkangbr's Son.) Buff coloured dress, white 
•toekings, shoes, sash, and cap. 

GEORGE. 1 Drab or grey jerUns and trunks, blue stockings, and 
HARRY, j shoes. 

COUNTESS.— Travelling pelisse, hat, and tassel. Second dxesi t 
white satin, richly trimmed. 

MRS. HALLER.— Neat white muslin dress, very plainly trim* 
med, white laoe head dress, confined in the centre of the forehead* 
and falling over the shoulders. 

CHARLOTTE.— Blue or pink body, and white mnsUn petticoat 
tdmroed with same colour as the body. 



THE STRANGER. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— 7%tf skirts of Count fFintersen^s park,--The 
park gates m the centre, — On the r. side, a low lodge 
among the trees* — On the l., in the background, a Pea* 
sant*s hui. 

Enter Pcter, l. 

Pet, Pooh ! pooh ' — never tell me. — I*m a clever lad, 
for all father's crying out every minute, ** Peter," and 
''stupid Peter!" But I say, Peter is not stupid, thouRh 
father will always be so wti^e. First, I talk too much ; 
then I talk too little'; and if I talk a bit to myself, he calls 
me a driveller. Now I like best to Uilk to myself ; for 1 
never contradict myself, and I don't laugh at myself as 
other folks do. That laughing is often a plaguy teazing 
custom. To be sure^ when Mrs. Haller laughs, one can 
bear it well enough ; there is a sweetness even in her re- 
proof, that somehow— But, lud I I had near forgot what 
1 was sent about — Yes, then they would have laughed at 
me indeed. — [Draws a green purse from his pocket.] — I am 
to carry this money to old Tobias ; and Mrs. Haller said I 
must be sure not to blab, or say that she had sent it^ 
weil, well, tihe may be easy for that matter ; not a word 
shall drop from my lips. Mrs. Haller is charming, but 
silly, if fathei is right ; for father says. " He that spends 
his money, is not wise," but " he that gives it away, is 
stark mad." [Going up to the Hut, u u. b. 

Bnier the Stranobr from the Lodge, r. u. ir,, fallowed by 
Francis. — At sight of Peter, the Stranger stops, and 
looks suspiciously at him, Peter stands opposite to Mm", 
with his mouth tdde open* At length he takes qff'hU hat, 
scrapes a bow, and goes into the Hut, l. u. e. 

Stra, Who is that ? 
Fra, The steward's son. 
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Stra. Of the Castle ? 

Fra. Yes. 

Stra. lifter tr pause*] You were— you were speaking 
last night — / 

Fra. Of the old countrymau? 

Stra, Ay. 

Fra, You would not hear me out 

Stra, Proceed. 

Fro. He is poor 

Stra, Who told you so ? 

Fra, Himself. 

Stra, Ay, ay ; he knows how to tell his story, no doubt. 

Fra, And to impose, you think ? 

Stra, Right! 

Fra, This man does not. 

Stra, Fool! 

Fra, A feeling fool is better than a cold sceptic 

Stra, False! 

Fra, Charity begets gratitude. 

Stra, False! 

Fra, And blesses the eiver more than the receiver 

Stra, Trut, 

Fra, Well, sir. This counti7mau— 

Stra, Has he complained to you ? 

Fra. Yea. 

Stra, He who is really unhappy never compIain!i« 
iPauses,"] Francis, you have had means of education be- 
yond your lot in life, and hence yo i are encouraged to 
utteuipt imposing on me : — but go on. 

Fra, His only son has been taken rom him. 

Stra, Taken from him ? 

Fra, By the exigency of the dmes, for a soldier. 

Stra, Ay 

Fra, The old man is poor 

Stra, 'Tis likely. 

Fra, Sick and foraaken. 

Stra, I cannot help him. 

Fra, Yes. 

Stra, How ? 

Fra. By money. * He may buy his Mil's release. 

Stra, V\\ see him myself. 

Fra, Do so. 

Stra, But if he is an impostor !— ! 

Fra, He is not. 

Stra. In that hat ? * '* 

Fra. In that but [Stran$er goei into the ffuf^ l. u. e] 
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A good master, though one almost loses the use of speech 
by living with him. A man kind and dear — though I 
cannot understand him. He rails against the whole world»^ 
and yet no heggar leaves his door unsatisfied. I have now 
lived three years with him, and yet I know not who he is. 
A hater of society, no doubt ; but not by Providence in- 
tended to be so. Misanthropy in bis head, not in his 
heart. 

Enter Peter and the Stranger /rom the Hut, l. u. r. 

Pet. Pray walk on. 

Stra* [To Francis.] Fool! [Crosses to Francis, 

Fra. So soon returned ! 

Stra. What should I do there ? 

Fra. Did you find it as I said ? 

Stra. This lad I found. 

Fra. What has he to do with your charity . 

Stra. The old man and he understand each other i)er- 
fectly well. [Crosses to r. 

Fra. How? 

Stra, What were this boy and the countryman doing ? 

Fra. [Smiiing, and shaking his head.] Well, you sliall 
hear. \To Peter.] Young man, what were you doing in 
that hut ? 

Pet. Doing '.—Nothing. 

Fra. Well, but you could not go there for nothing ? 

Pet. And why not, pray ? — But I did go there for no- 
thing, though. — Do you think one must be paid for every 
thing?— If Mrs. Haller were to give me but a smiling look, 
I'd jump up to my neck in the great pond for nothing. 

Fra, It seems then Mrs. Haller sent you ? 

Pet, Yes jhe did — But Tm not to mention it to any 
body. 

Fra. Why 80? 

Pet. How should I know ? " Look you," says Mrs. 
Haller, ** Master Peter, be so good as not to mention it to 
anybody." [PFith mucA dbnsequence.} "Master Peter, 
be so good"— Hi ! hi V hi I—" Master Peter, be so"— Hi ! 
hi!hi!— 

Fra. Oh ! tliat is quite a different thing. Of course 
you must be silent then. 

Pet, 1 know that ; and so I am too. For I said to old 
Tobias-..says I, " Now, you're not to think as how Mrs. 
Haller sent this money ; for she told me not to say a 
word about that as long as I live," says I. ; ; 

B 
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Fra* Tliereyou were very right Did you carry him 
much money ? 

Pet. I don't know ; I didn't count it. It was in a bit 
of a green purse. Mayhap it may be some little matter 
that she has-scraped tcjgether in the last fortnight. 
Fro. And why just in tlie last lortnight? 
Pet, Because, about a fortniglit since, I carried hira 
some money before. 

Fm, From Mrs. Haller? 

Ptf/. Ay, sure ; who else, thinls you ? Father's not 
such a fool. He says it isourboundcn duty, as Christians, 
to take care of our money, and not give any thing away, 
especially in summer ; for then, says he, there's herbs aud 
roots enough in coubcienoe to satisfy all tlie reasonable 
hungry poor. But I say, father's wrong, and Mrs. Haller 
right. 

Fra, Yes, yes. — But this Mrs. Haller seems a strange 
woman, Peter? 

Pet. Ay, at times she is plaguy odd. Why she'll sit 
and cry you a whole d^y through, without rny one know- 
ing why, or wherefore. And, somehow or other, when- 
ever she cries I always cry too— without knowing wh)^ oi 
wherefore. 
Fra. [To the Stranger. \ Are you satisfied? 
Stra, Rid me of that babbler. 
Fra. Good day. Master Peter. 
Pet, You're not going yet, are you ? 
Fra, Mrs. Haller will be waiting for an answer. 
Pet. So she will. And I have another place or two to call 
at. [Takes off hit hat to the Stranger.] Servant, sir! 
Sfra. P^haw; 

Pet, Pshaw ! What— he's angi7 ? [Peter turns toFraM» 
cis in a half whisper,] He's angry, I suppose because he 
can get nothing out of me. ^ 
Fra, It almost seems so. 

Pet, Ay, I'd have him to know rm no blab. [Eaii, u 
Fra. Now, sir ? 
- Stra. What do you want ? 
Fra. Were yon not wrong, sir ? 

Stra. Hem! Wrong! lCrotsei,U 

Fra* Can you still doubt ? 

Stra, I'll hear uo more! Who is this Mrs. Haller I 
Why do I always follow her path? Qo where I will, 
whenever I try to do good, she has always been before 
ine. 
^ frk. You should rejoice at that* 
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Sira, Rejoice! 

Fra. Surely ! That there are other good aad charitabl^r 
people in tlie world beside yourself. 

Stra, Oh, yes ! 

Fra, Why not seek to be acqiiaiuted with her ? I saw 
her yesterday in the garden up at the Castle. Mr. Solo- 
mon, the stevvard, says she has been unwell, and confiued 
to her room almost ever since we have been here. But 
ope would not think it, to look at her ; for a more beauti- 
ful creature I never saw. 

Stra, So much the worse. Beauty is a mask. 

Fra, In her it seems a mirror of the soul. Her chari- 
ties 

S(ra. Talk not to me of her charities. All women wish 
to be conspicuous : — in town by their wit ; in the country 
by their heart. 

Fra. *'Viii immaterial in what way good Is done. 

S(ra, No ; 'tis not immaterial. - 

Fra, To this poor old man, at least. 

Stra, He needs no assi!<tance cf mine. 

Fra His most urgent wants, indeed, Mrs. Haller may 
have relieved ; but whether she has or could have given 
as much as woiild purchase liberty for the son, the prop of 
his age — 

Stra. Silence ! I will i)ot give him a doit ! [Crosses^ r.] 
You interest yourself very warmly in his behalf. Perhaps 
you are to be a sharer In the gift. 

Fra. Sir, sir* that did not come from your heart. 

Stra. [Recollecting himself.] Forgive me '. 

Fra. My poor master ! How ma^t the world have used 
you before it could have instilled this hatred of maokind^ 
this constant doubt of honesty and virtue 1 

Stra. Leave me to myself ! 

[ Throws Mmsel/an a seat, a. u. e. ; takes from Jiis pocket 
** Zimmerman on Solitude" and reads* 

Fra, [Aside, surveying him.] Again reading 1 Thus it i 
from moru to night To him nature has no beauty ; life 
no charm. For three years I have never seen, him 8mile4 
[ Tobias enters from the hut.] WTi.tt will be his fate at 
la.st? Nothing diverts him. Oh, if he would but attach 
himself to any living thing 1 Were it but an animal — for 
flomethiug man must love. 

Tobias advanceSf-i.. 
Tob. Oh! how refreshing, after aeven long weeks, lo 
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feel these warm sun-beams once again ! Thanks! thanks t 
bounteous Heaven, for the joy I taste. 

[Presses his cap between Ms /uifids, looks up and pray s^-^ 
[ITie Stranger observes him attentively, 

Fra. [To the Stranger,"] This old man's share Oi 
earthly happiness can' be but little ; yet mark how grateful 
he is for his portion of it. 

Stra. Because, though old, he js but a child in the lead- 
ing strings of Hope. 

Fra, Hope is the nurse of life. 

Stra. And her cradle is the grave. 

[Tobias replaces his cap, — Francis crosses behind to l. 

Fra, I wish you joy. I am glad to see you are so much 
recovered. 

Tob, Thank you. Heaven, and the assistance of a kind 
lady, have saved me for another year or two. 

Fra, How old are you, pray ? 

Tob, Fourscore and four. To be sure, I can expect but 
little joy before I die. Yet, there is another and a better 
world. 

Fr<h To the unfortunate, then, death is scarce an evil ? 

T^, And am I so unfortunate ? Do I not enjoy this 
glorious morning ? Am I not in health z%?Cm ? Believe 
uke, sir, he, who, leaving the bed of sickness, for the iirst 
time breathes the fresh pure air, is, at that moment, tlie 
happiest of his Maker's creatures. 

Fra, Yet 'tis a happiness that fails upon enjoyment 

Tob, True ; but less so in old age. Some sixty years 
ago, my father left me this cottage. I "was a strong lad ; 
and took an honest wife. Heaven blessed my farm with 
rich crops, and my marriage with five children. This 
lasted nine or ten years. Two of my children died. I 
felt it sorely. The land was aiBicted with a famine. My 
wife assisted me in supporting our family : but four years 
after she left our dwelling for a better place. And of my 
five children only one son remained. This was blow upon 
blow. It was long before I regained my fortitude. At 
length, resignation and religion had tiieir effect. I again 
attached myself to life. My son grew, and helped me in 
my work. Now the State has called him away to bear a 
musket This is to me a loss indeed. I can work no more. 
I am old and weak ; and true it is^ but for Mrs. Haller, I 
must have perished. 

Fra, Still, then, life has its charms for you ? 

Tob, Why not, while the world holds any thing that* 
dear to me ? Have not I a son ' 
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Fro. Who knows that you will ever fee him more ? He 
may be dead. 

Tab, Alas! he may. Bat as long as I am not sure of it, 
he lives to me : And, if he foils, 'tis in his country's cause. 
Nay; should I lose him, still I should not wish to die. 
Here is the hut in which 1 was bom. Here is the tree that 
grew with me ; and, I am almost ashamed to confess it — 
1 have a doK which 1 love. [Stranger rises and advances, r. 

Fra. A dog ! 

Tob, Yes ! — Smile, if you please : but hear me. My 
benefactress once came to my hut herself, some time be- 
fore you fixed here. The poor animal, unused to see 
the fortn of elegance and beauty enter the door of penury, 
growled at her. — ** I wonder you keep that surly, ugly ani- 
mal, Mr. Tobias,^* said she ; " you, who have^ardly food 
enough for yourself." — "Ah, madam/' I replied, ** and if 
1 part with him, are yon sure that any thing else will love 
me ?** — She was pleased with my answer. . 

Fra. [ To Stranger,] Excuse me, sir ; but I wish you 
had listened. 

Strtt, I have listened. [Crosses centre* 

Fra, Then sir^ I wish you would follow this poor old 
man's example. 

Stra. Here ; take this book, and lay it on my desk. 
[Francis goes into the Lodge with the book."] How much 
has this Mrs. Haller given you ? 

7b6. Oh, sir, she has given me so much that I can look 
towardM winter without fear. 

Stra. No more ? 

Toh. What could i do with more ?— Ah ! true ; I 
might — 

Stra, I know it — You might buy your sorf a release. — 
There ! iPresses a purse into his hand, and exit\ r. 

Tob. What is all thiii ? [Opens the pune, and ftnds it 
full of gold,"] Merciful heaven ! 

Enter Francis^ f^rom the Lq^e, Just in time to see the 

Stranger give the purse, 

— Now look, sir : is confidence in Heaven unrewarded ? 

Fra. I wish you joy ! My master gave you this ? 

Tob, Yes, your noble master. Heaven reward him I 

Fra, Just like him. He sent me with his book, that no 
one might be witness to bin bounty. 

7(06. He would not even take my thanks. He was gone 
before I could speak. 

Fru, Just his way. 
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7hb* Now I'll go as quick as tliese old legs will bear me. 
What a delightful errand ! I go to release my Robert ! 
How the lad will rejoice ! There is a girl, too, iu the vil- 
lage that will rejoice with him. O, Providence, how good 
art thou ( [^EiTii, l. 

SCENE II.— ^ff ArUichamber in fFintersm Castle. 

Enter Susan, r. meeting George, l. 

Siuain. Why, George! Harry! Where have you been 
loitering ? Put down these things. Mrs. Hallerhas beeii 
calling for you this half hour. 

Geo, Well, here I am, then. What does she want with 
me ? 

Susan. That she will tell you herself. Here she comes. 

Enter Mrs. Haller, with a Letter: HAYHSMi following, R. 

Mrs. H. Very well ; if those things are done, let the 
drawing-room be made ready immediately.— {^j^^nt 
Maids, R.] And, George, run immediately into the park, 
and tell Mr. Solomon I wish to speak with him. [Ejeit 
George, l.] 1 cannot understand this. I do tiot learn 
whether their coming to thin place be but the whim of a 
moment, or a plan for a longer stay ! If the latter, fare- 
well, solitude! Farewell, study! — farewell! — Yes, I 
must make room for gaiety and mere frivolity. Yet could I 
willingly submit to all : but should the Countess give me 
new proofs of her attachment, perhaps of her respect. 
Oh ! how will my conscience upbraid me ! Or if this 
seat be visited by company, and chance should conduct 
hither any of my former acquaintance— Alas ! alas ! how 
wretched is the being who fears the sight of any one 
fellow-creature ! But, Oh ! superior misery ! to dread 
still more the presence of a former friend! — [Peier knocks, 
L.] Who's there? 

Enter Peter, l. 

Pet, Nobody. It's only me. 

Mrs. H. So soon returned ? 

Pet. Sharp lad, an't I ? On the road I've bad a bit of 
talk too, and — 

Mrs. H. But you have observed my directions? 

Pet. Oh, yes, yes :— I told old Tobias as how he would 
never know, a».loQg as he lived, that the money came from 
you. 

Mrs. H» You found him quite recovered^ I hooc } 
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Pet, Ay, Bure^ did I. He's coming out 'to-day» for the 
first time; 

Mrs, H„ I rejoice'to hear it , • 

Pet, He said that he was obliged to you for all ; and 
before dinner would crawl up to thank you. 

Mrt, H. Good Peter, do me another service. 

Pet, Ay, a hundred, if you'll only let me have a good 
long stare at you. 

Mn, H. With all my heart ! Observe when old Tobias 
comes, 9end him away. Tell him I am busy, or asleep, 
or unwell, or what you please. 

Pet, I will, I will. 

Sol, {IVithout^ L.] There, there, go to the post-office. 

Mn, H, Oh ! here comes Mr. Solomon. 

Pet, What! Father? — ^Ay, so there is. Father's a 
main clever man : he knows what's going on all over the 
world. 

Mrs, H, No wonder ; for you know he receives as matty 
letters as a prime minister and all his secretaires. 

JEnter Solomon, l. — Peter crosses behind, r. 

Sol,. Good morning, good morning to you, Mrs. Haller. 
It gives me infinite pleasure to see you look so charmingly 
well. You have had the goodness to send for your hum- 
ble servant. Any news from the Great City ? There are 
very weighty matters in agitation. I have my letters, 
too. 

Mrs, H, [Smiling,^ I think, Mr. Solomon, you must 
correspond with the four quarters of the globe. 

Sol, Beg pardon, not with the whole world, Mrs. Hal- 
ler ; but, [consequentially ,"[ to be sure, I have correspon- 
dents, on whom I can rely, in tiie chief cities of Europe, 
Asia, Africa, and America. 

Mrs, H, And yet I have my doubts whether you know 
what is to happen this very day, at this very place. 

SoU At this very place ! Nothing material. We meant 
to have sown a little barley, to-day, but the ground is 
too dry ; and the sheep-shearing is not to be till to- 
morrow. 

Pet, No nor the bull-baiting till- 

Sol, Hold your tongue, Mockhead! Get about your 
business. 

Pet, Blockhead! There again I I suppose Vm not to 
open my mouth. [To Mrs, Haller,^ Good bye! [Exit, r. 

Mrs, H, The Count will be here to-dav. 

Sol. Howl What. 
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Mn, H, With his lady, and his brother-in-law. Baron 
Steinfort. 

Sol. My letters say nothing of this. Yoa are laughing 
at your humble servant. 

Mrs, H. You know, sir, I'm not much given to jesting. 

Sol, Peter {^{Crostea^ r.) Good laclt-a-day ! — His Right 
Honourable Excellency the Count Wintersen, and her 
Honourable Excellency the Countess Wintersen, and his 
Honourable Lordship Baron Steinfort — And, Lord have 
mercy ! Nothing in proper order !^Here, Peter ! Peter ! 

Enter Peter, s. 

Pet* Well, now ; what*s the matter again ? 

SoL Call all the house together directly ! Send to the 
gamekeeper; tell him to bring some venison. Tell 
Rebecca to uncase the furniture, and take the covering 
from the Venetian looking glasses, that her Right Honour- 
able Ladyship the Countess Hiay look at her gracious 
countenan<;e : and tell the cook to let me see him without 
loss of time : and tell John to catch a brace or two of 
carp. And tt'll — and tell — and tell — tell Frederick to 
friz my Sunday wig. Mercy onjis — tell — There — Go I 
[Exit Peter ^ r.] Heavens and earth ! So little of the 
new furnishing of this old castle is completed! — Where 
are we to put his Hononrable Lordship the Baron ? 

ASrt. H. Let him have the little chamber at the head 
of the stairs ; it is a neat room, and commands a beautiful 
prospect 

SoL Very right, wry right [Crt^ssety l.] But that room 

' has always f»een occupied by the Count's private secretary. 

Suppose ! — Hold, 1 have it* You know the little lodge 

at the end of the park : we can thrust the secretary iuto 

that 

Mra» H, Yon forget, Mr* Solomon ; yon told me that 
the Stranger lived there. 

SoU Pshaw ! What have we to do with the Stranger ? — 
Who told him to li^'e there ? — He must turn out. 
' Mr9. H, That would be unjust ; for you said that yon 
let the dwelling to him, and by your own account he pays 
well for it 

Sol. He does, he does. But nobody knows who he is. 
The devil himself can't make him out. To be sure, I 
lately received a letter from Spain, which informed me that 
a spy had tiUcen up his abode in this country, and from the 
description-1. 

Mrt, H, A spy! Ridiculous I Everything I have beard 
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bespeaks him to be a man who may he allowed to dweil 
any where. His life is solitude and silence. 

Sol, So it is. 

Mrs, H, You tell me, too, he does much good. 

Sol, That he does. 

Mrs. H. He hurts nothing ; not the worm in his way. 

Sol, That he does not. 

Mrs, H, He troubles no one. 

Sol, True! true! i 

Mr9. H, Well, what do you want more ? 

Sol. I wilnt to know who he is« If the man would only 
converse a little, one might have an opportunity of pump- 
ing t but if one meets him in the lime walk, or by the 
river, it is nothing but — "Good morrow;" — and off he 
marches. Once or twice I have contrived to edge in a word 
—"Fine day."— " Yes."— " Taking a littie exercise, I 
perceive." — *' Yes ;" — and off again like a shot. The 
devil take such close fellows, say I. And, like master like 
man ; not a syllable do I know of that mumps, his servant, 
except that his name b Francis. 

Mrs, H, You are 'putting yourself into a passion, and 
quite forget who are expected. 

SoL So I do — Mercy on us ! — ^There now, you see what 
misfortunes arise from not knowing people. 

Mrs, H. 'Tis near twelve o'clock I If his lordship has 
stolen an hour from his usual sleep, the family must soon 
be here. I go to my duty y you will attend to yours, Mr. 
Solomon. [jE7jriV, r. 

Sol, Yes, I'll look after my duty, never fear. There 
goes another of the same class. Nobody knows who she 
ki, again. However, thus, much I do know of her, that 
vber Right Honourable Ladyship the CoontesSf all at once, 
popped her into the house, like & blot of ink upon a sheet 
of paper. But why, wherefore, or for what reason, not a 
tonl can tell. — " She is to manage the family within doors." 
She to manage ! Fire and faggots ! Havn't I managed 
every thing within and without, most reputably, these 
twenty years ? I must own I grow a little old, and she 
does take a deal of pains : but all this she learned of me. 
When she first came here — Mercy on us ! she didn't 
know that linen xv^^ made of fiax. But what was to be 
expected from one who has no foreign correspondence ? 

[Exit, L 

END OV >ICT I 
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ACT U. . 

SCENE l^—A Drawing Room in the Caslle, with So/a and 

Chairs. 

Enter Solomon, l.— i^ura/ music heard l. without. 

Pet. [fTithoutthl Stop; not yet, not yet; but make 
way there, make way, my good friends, teuante, and vil- 
lagers. — John> George, Frederick ! Guod friends, make 
way. 

Sol, It is not the Count: it's only Baron Steinfort. 
Stand back, I say ; and stop the music ! 

Bnter Baron Steinfort, l. ushered in by Peter, who 
mimicks and apes his father. 

I have the honour to introduce to your lordship myself, Mr. 
Solomon, who blesses the hour in which fortune allows 
him to become acquainted with the Honourable Baron 
Steinfort, [Baron passes Solomon and l/irows hhmelfon the 
So/a,'] brother-in-law of his Right Honourable Excel- 
lency Count Wintersen, my noble master. . 
' Pet. Bless our noble master ! [Peter is on K.o/So/a. 

Bar, Old and young, I see they'll allow me no peace. 
[y^side.] Enough, enough, good Mr. Solomon, I am a 
soldier. I pay but few compliments, and require as few 
fiom others. 

Sol. I beg pai'don, my lord — ^We do live in the country to 
be sure, but we are acquainted with the reverence due to 
exalted personages. [Sitting beside the Baron y l. 

Pet. Yes — We are acquainted with exalted personages. 

Bar. What is to become of me » — Well, well, 1 hope we 
shall be better acquainted. You must know, Mr. Solomon, 
I intend to assist, for a couple of months at least, in attack- 
ing the well stocked cellars of Wintersen. 

Sol. Why not whole years, my lord ?— Inexpressible 
would be ihe satisfaction of your humble servant And, 
though I say it, well-stocked indeed are our cellars. I 
have, hi every respect, here managed matters, in so fi ut^al 
and provident a way, that his Right Honourable Excellency 
the Count will be astonished. [Baron yawns."] Extreme- 
ly &orry it is not in my power to entertain your iordshlp. 
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Pet. Extremely sorry. 

Sol. Where can Mrs. Haller have hid herself? 

Bar. Mrs. Haller ! Who is she ? 

SoL Why, who she is, I can't exactly tell your lordship. 

Pet. No, nor 1. 

SoL None of my correspondents give any account of her. 
She is here in the capacity of a kind of a superior house- 
keeper. Methinks, 1 hear her silver voice upon the stairs. 
[Crosses y r. Peter crosses behind to L.] I will have the - 
honour of sending her to your lordship in an instant. 

Bar, Oh ! don't trouhle yourself. 

Sol. No trouble whatever ! I remain, at all times, your 
honourable lordship's most obedient, humble, and devoted 
servant. ' [ExU^ bowhtg, r. 

Pet. Devoted servant. [Ejrit, bowings l. 

Bar. Now for a fresh plagne. jJow am I to be tor- 
mented by some chattering old ugty hag, till f am stunned 
with her noise dud officious hospitality. Oh, patience! 
what a virtue ai't thou ! 

Enter Mrs. Haller, r. with a courtseys Baron rises, and 
returns a bow, in conJUsion, 

[Aside.'] No, old she is not [Casts another glance at ker.y 
No, by Jove, nor ugly. ♦ 

Mrs. H. I rejoice, my lord, in thus becoming acquainted 
with the brother of my benefactresb. 

Bar. Madam, that title shall be doubly valuable to rae^ 
since it gives me an introduction equally to be rejoiced at. 

Mrs.H. [fVithout. attending to the compliment.'} This 
lovely weather, then, haa enticed the Count from the city. 

Bar. Not exactly that Voa know him. Sunshine or. 
clouds are to him alike, as long as eternal summer rei^^s 
in his own heart and family. 

Mrs. H. "llie Count possesses a most cheerful and 
amiable philosophy. Ever in the same happy humour^ 
ever enjoying each, minute of his life. But you must con- 
fess, my lord, that he is a favourite child of fortune, and 
has much to be grateful to her for. Not merely because 
she has given him birth and riches, but for a native sweet- 
ness of temper, never to be acquired ; and a 'graceful 
suavity of manners, whose school must be the miud> And, 
need ( enumerate among fortunc^'s favours', the hand and 
affections of your accomplished sister ? 

Bar. [More and more struclu] True, madam. My 
good easy brother, too, seems fully sensible of his happi- 
uess, and is resolved to retsun it He has quitted the 
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service, to live here. I am yet afraid he may soon grow 
weary of Wintersen and retirement. 

Mrs. H, I should trust not. They, who bear a cheer- 
fill and uureproaching conscience into solitude, surely 
must increase the measure of their own enjoyments. 
They quit the poor, precarious, the dependent pleasures, 
which they borrowed from tlie world, to draw a real 
bliss from that exhaustless source of true delight, the 
fountain of a pure unsullied heart. 

Bar, Has retirement long possessed so lovely an advo- 
cate ? 

Mrs, ff, I have lived here three years. 

Bar, And never felt a secret wish for the society yoa 
left, and must have adorned ? 

Airs, J{. Never. 

Bar, To feel thus belongs either to a very rough or a 
very polished soul, llie first sight convinced me in which 
class I am to place you. 

Mrs, H, l^ith a sigh,"] There may, perhaps, be a third 
class. 

Bar, Indeed, madam, I wish not to be thought forward ^ 
but women always seemed to me less calculated for re- 
tirement than men. We have a thousand \employmentB« a 
thousand amusements, which you have not 

Mrs, H, Dare I ask what they are ? 

Bar. We ride — ^we hunt — ^we play — read — write — 

Mrs, H, The noble employments of the chase, and the 
still more noble employment of play, I grant you. 

Bar, Nay, but dare I ask what are your employments for 
a day ? 

Mrs, H. Oh, my lord ! you cannot imagine ho^ quick- 
ly time passes when a certain uniformity guides the miuutea 
of our life. How often do I ask, '' Is Saturday come again 
so soon ?" On h bright cheerful morning my books and 
breakfast are carried out upon the grass plot. Then is the 
sweet picture of reviving industry, and eager innocence, 
Uways new to me. The birds' notes so often heard, still 
waken new ideas : the herds are led into the fields : the 
peasant bends his eye upon his plough. Every thing lives ^ 
and moves ; and in every creature's mind it seems as it 
were morning. Towards evening I begin to roam abroad : 
from the park into the meadows. And sometimes, return- 
ing, I pause to look at the village boys and girls as they 
play. Then do I bless their innocence, and pray to Heaven 
those laughing thoughtless hours coold be their lot^for 
OTcr. 
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Bar, This is excellent * — But these are summer amuse- 
ments. The winter ! The winter ! 

Mrs* H, Why for ever picture winter like old age, torpid, 
tedious, and uncheerful ? Whiter has its own delights : 
this is the time to instruct and mend the mind by reading 
and reflection. At this season, too, I often take my harp, 
and amuse myself by playing or singing the little favourite 
airs that remind.' me of the past, or solicit hope for the 
future. 

Bar, Happy indeed are they, who can liins create and 
vary their own pleasures and employments. 

Enter Peter, l. {Mrs, HaUer crosses to Peter,) 

Pet, Well — well — Pray now — I was ordered—! can keep 
him out no longer — lis old Tobias ; he will come in. 

Enter ToBUS, u/orciftg his way ; Exit Peter, L. 

Tob, I must, good Heaven, I must ! 

Mrs, H, [Con/itsed.] I have no time at present— I — I-^ 
You see I am not alone. 

Tod, Oh I this good gentleman will forgive me. 

Bar, What do you want ? 

7\>b, To return thanks. Even charity is a burden if one 
may not be grateful for it. 

Mrs. H, To-morrow, good Tobias ; to-morrow. 

Bar, Nay, no false delicacy, madam. Allow him to vent 
the feelings of his heart; and permit me to witness a 
scene which convinces me, even more powerfully than your 
conversation, how nobly you employ your time. Speak, 
old man. 

7\>b. Oh, lady, that each word which drops from my 
lips, might call down a blessing on your head 1 I lay for- 
salcen and dying in my hut : not even bread nor hope re- 
mained. Oh ! then you came in the form of an angel ; 
brought medicines to me ; and your sweet consoling voice 
did moiv than those. I am recovered* To-day,- for the 
first time, I have returned thanks in presence of the sun : 
and now I come to yon, noble lady. Let me drop my 
tears upon your charitable hand. For your sake. Heaven 
has blessed my latter days. The Stranger too, who lives 
near me, has given me a purse of gold to buy my son's 
release. 1 am on my way to the city : I shall purchase my 
Robert's release. Then I shall have an honest daughter- 
in-lavr. And you, if ever after that you pass our happv 
cottage, oh ! what must you feel when you say to yourscxT, 

•'TTiiiismy workl" 

c 
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Mrt* H, [In a twui of enfredip*] Enough, Tobias ; 
enough ! 

Tob. I beg pardon 1 1 cannot utter what is breathing in my 
breast. There is One who Ivnows it. May His blessing 
aud your own heart reward you ! [fC^nt, l. 

3/r#. H. [Endeavouring to bring about a conveifation.'] 
1 suppose, my lord, we may expect the Count and- Couutt^s 
every moment now ? 

jBtfr. Not just yet, madam. He travels at his leisure. I 
am selfi«<h, perhaps, in not being anxious for his speed : 
the delay has procured me a delight which I never shall 
forget 

Mrs. H. [Smiling,'] You satirise mankind, my lord. 

Mar. How so ? 

Mrs. H, In supposing such scenes to be nncommon. 

Bar. I confess I was little prepared for such an ac- 
quaintance as yourself: lam extremely surprised. When 
Solomon told me your name and situation, bow could I- 

suppose that Pardon my curio«ity : Yon have been, or 

are, married ? 

Mrs, H. [Suddenly sinking firom her cheerfid raiVery inio 
moum/itl gloom.'] I hate been married, uiy lord. 

Bar. [H^hone inquiries evince Ms curiosity, yet are re» 
strained within the bounds of the nicest respect,] A widow, 
then ? 

Mrs, H, I beseech you — ^There are strings in the human 
heart, which touched, will sometimes utter dreadful discord 
— I beseech you — 

Bar I understand you. I see you know how to conceal 
every thing except your perfections. 

Mrs, H. My perfections, alas ! — [Rural music withm 
otit, L.] But I hear the happy tenantry announce the Count's 
arrival. Your pardon, my lord ; I must attend them. 

[Bjpit, u 

Bar, Excellent creature ! — ^What is she, and what can 
be her history? I must seek my sister instantly. How 
strong and how sudden is the interest I feel for her ! But 
it is a feeling I ought to check. And yet, why bo.^ 
Whatever are the emotions she has inspired, I am sure they 
arise frf)m the perfections of the mind ; aud never shall 
be met by uuworthiuess in mine. [^Jfit, v, 

SCENE ll^^The Lawn. 

{Rural Music, u) 
Enter Solomon and Peter, l. ushering in the Count, 
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Child, Countess Wintersjsn leading the Child g Mrs. 
Haller, the Baron, and Servants foUowiug. 

Sol Welcome, ten thousand welcomes, your Excellen- 
cies ! 

Count. Well! here we are! Heaven bless our advance 
and retreat ! Airs. Haller, I bring you an invalid, who iu 
future will swear to no flag but yours. 

Mrs, H. Mine flies for retreat and rural happiness* 

Count. But not without retreating Graces, and retiring 
Cupids too. 

Countess, [fTho has in the meantime kindly embraced 
Mrs. Hatter, and by her been welcomed to fVintersen,'\ 
My dear Count, you forget that T am present 

Count, Why, in the name of chivalry, how can I do less 
than your gailant brother, the Baron, who has been so 
kind as nearly to kill my four greys, in order to be here 
five minutes before me ? 

Bar. If I had known all the charms of this place, you 
should have said so with justice. 

Countess. Don't you think William much grown ? 

[Puts William over to Mrs, Haller. 

Mrs, H, The sweet boy I 
[Stoops to kiss him, and deep melancholy overshadows 
her countenance. Retires with the Child a little , L. 

Count. Well, Solomon, you've provided a good dinner; 

SoL As good as' haste would allow, please your Right- 
Honourable Excellency f 

/*«*. Yes, as good as — 

[Count retires a little R. with Solomon and Peter. 

Bar. Tell me, I conjure you, sister, what jewel you have 
thus buried in the country ? 

Countess. Ha I ha I ha 1 What, brother, you caught at 
last? 

Bar. A oswer me. <^ 

Countess. Well, her name is Mrs. Haller. 

Bar. That I know ; but — 

Countess. But f — ^but I know no more myself. 
' Bar. Jesting apart, I wish to know. 

Countess. And, jesting apart, I wish you fvould not 
plague me. I have at least a hundred thousand important 
things to do. Heavens ! the vicar may come to pay his 
re8pe^.ts to me before I have been at my toilet ; of cours« 
t must consult my looking-glass on the occasion. Come, 
William, [Crossir^, R.] will you help to dress me, or stay 
with your fetber ? 

c 2 
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Count. We*^ take care of him. 

IGoes io the Child, centre. 

Countess, Come, Mi's. Haller. 

[Mrs, Hatter crosses to the Countess*. 

l^Ejrit with Mrs, Hatter, Susan and Hannah following, r. 

Bar. [Aside, and going,"] I am in a very singular hu- 
mour. [Crosses, r. 

Count, Whither so fast, good brother ? 

JSar, To my apartment : I have letters to — I — 

Count, Pshaw ! Stay. Let ub take a turn In the park 
together. 

Bar, Excuse me; I am not perfectly well. I should 
be but bad company. I — [EjpH, r. 

Count, [Solomom and Peter advance boteing, r.] Well, 
Solomon, you are as great a fool as ever, I see. 

Sol, Ha ! ha ! At your Right Hononrable Excellency's 
service. 

Count, [Points to Peter.] Who is that ape at your 
elbow ? — 

Sol, Ape ! — Oh I that is — ^with respect to your Excel- 
lency be it spoken — the son of my body ; by name, Peter. 

[Peter bows. 

Count, So, so ! Well, how goes all on ? 

Sol, Well and good ; well and good. Your Excellency 
will see how I've improved the park. You'll not know it 
again. A hermitage here; serpentine walks there; an 
obelisk ; a ruin 3 and all so sparingly, all done with the 
most economical economy. 

Count, Well, I'll have a peep at your obeUsk and mins, 
while they prepare for dinner. 

Sol, I have already ordered it, and will have the honour 
of attending your Right Honourable Excellency. 

£ount. Come, lead the way. [Solomon crosses, l.} Peter, 
attend your young master to the house ; [Gives the Child 
over to Peter, who is r.] we must not tire him. 

[Exeunt, I, u. b. conducted by Solomont George and 
Harry fottow. 

Pet, We'll go round this way, your little Excellency, 
and then we shall see the bridge as we go by ; and the new' 
boat, with all the fine ribands and streamers. This way, 
your little Excellency. [Exit, leading the Child, r. u. £. 

SCENE \l\,—The AfUichamber, 
Enter Mrs Haller, r. 
Mrs, H, What has thtu alarmed and subdued me ? My 
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tears flow ; my heart bleeds. Already bad T apparently 
overcome my chagrio : already had I at least assumed that 
easy gaiety once so natural to me, when the sight of this 
child in an instant overpowered me. When the Countess 
called him William— Oh ! she knew not that she plunged 
a poniard iu my heart I have a William too, who must 
be as tall as this, if he be still alive. Ah ! yes if he be 
still alive. His little sister, too ! Why, foncy. dost thou 
rack me tbu» ? Why dost thou image my poor children, 
fainting in sickness, and crying to their mother ? To the 
hiother who has abandoned them? [ff^eepsJ] What a 
wret(*hed outcast am 1 ! And that just to-day I should be 
doomed to feel these horrible emotions ! Just to-day, when 
disguise was so necessary. 

Enter Charlotte, r. 

CAar. [Entering.'] Very pretty, very pretty, indeed ! Bet- 
ter send me to the garret at once. Your servant, Mrs. 
Haller. I beg, madam, I may have a room fit for a respec- 
table person. 

Mrs. H* The chamber into which you have been shown 
is, I think, a very neat one. 

ChfOr. A very neat one , is it ? Up the back stairs, and 
over the laundry ! I should never be able to close my 
eyes. 

Mrs. H, [Very mhUy'\ \ slept there a whole year. 

Char. Did you ? 'rten I advise you to remove into it 
again, and the sooner the better. I'd have you to know, 
madam, there is a material difference between certain per** 
sons and certain persons. Much depends U|)Ou the manner 
in which one has been educated. I think, madam, it would 
only be proper if you resigned your room to me. . 

Mn H» If the Countess desires it, certainly. 

Char, The Countess ! Very pretty, indeed ! Would you 
have me think of plaguing her ladyship with such trifles ? 
I shall order my trunk to be carried wherever I please. 

Mn, H* Certainly ; only not into my chamber. 

Char, Provoking creature ! But how could I expect to 
find bleeding among creatures born of one knows not 
whom, and coming one knows not wheuce ? 

Mrs* H, The remark is very just. 

Enter Peter, xr haste^ l. 

Pet. Oh lud ! Oh lud! Oh lud ! Oh lud? 
Mri. H. What's the matter ? 

c3 
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Pet» Tlie yoQDg Count has £a]len into the rirer I His 
ittle Excellency is drowned 

Mn. H. Who ? What ? 

Pet, His hononr, my young master ! 

Mrs, H, Drowned ? 

Pet, Yea. 

Mrs, H. Dead ? 

Pet, No ; he*a not dead. 

Mrs, H, Well, well, then softly ;— you will alarm the 
Countess. , 

Pet. Ohlud! Oh lud!— 

Enter tJie Baron, r. 

Bar, What is the matter ? Why all this noise r 

Pet, Noise? Why— 

Mrs, H, Be not alarmed, my lord. Whatever may have 
happened, the dear child is now at least safe. . You said 
so, I think, master Peter ? 

Pet, Why, to he sure, his little Excellency is not hurt 
but he's very wet though : and the Count is taking him b| 
the garden door to the house. 

Bar. Rightj that the Countess may not be alarmed. 
But how could it happen ? Pi-ay tell us, young man ? 

Pet, What, from begiuuing to end ? 

[Crossing to the Baron, 

Mrs, H. Never mind particulars. You attended the 
dear child ? 

Pet, True. 

Mrs, H. Into the park ? 

Pet. True. 

Mrs, H. And then you went to the river ? 

Pet, True. — Why, rabbit it, 1 believe you're a witch. 

Mrs, H, Well, and what happened further ? 

Pet, Why, you see, his dear little Excellency would see 
the bridge that father built out of the old summer house ; 
and the streamers, and the boat, and all that — I only 
turned my head round for a moment, to look after a mag- 
pie Crush ! Down went the bridge with his little Excel- 
lency; and oh, how I was scared to see him carried down 
the river I 

Bar, And you drew him out again directly ? 

Pet, No, 1 didn't. 

Mrs, H, No ; pur fother did ? 

Pet, No, he didn't. 

Mrs, H, Why, you did not learc him in tie water ? 
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Pet, Yes, we did ! — But we bawled as loud as we could ! 
You might have heard us down to the village. 

Mrs. H. Ay — aud so the people came immediately to his 
assistance ? 

Pet, No, they did'iit t but the Stranger came, that lives 
yonder, close to old Toby, and never speaks a syllable. 
Odttbodikins ! What a devil of a fellow it is ! Wfth a ' 
single spring bounce he slaps into, the torrent ; sails and 
dives about and about like a duck ; gets me hold of the 
little angers hair, and. Heaven bless him ! pulls him safe 
and sound to dry land again, — Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

'Bar, Is the Stranger with them ? 

Pet, Oh, lud ! no. He ran away. His Excellency 
wanted to thank him, and all that ; but he was off ; van- 
quished—like a ghost. {^Crosses to it. 

Enter Solomon, l. 

Sol, Oh ! thou careless varlet ! I disown you ! What an 
accident might have happened ! And how you have terri- 
fied his Excellency ! [Crosses to Mrs, Nailer.] But I beg 
pardon, [Bows*] His Right Honourable Excellency, the 
Count, requests your — 

Bar. We come. [Crosses, and cjpU with Mrs. Halter, l, 

CAar, [Advances, r.] Ha ! ha I ha I Why, Mr. Solomon, 
you seem to have a hopeful pupil. 

Sol, Ah ! sirrah ! 

Char, But Mr. Solomon, why were you not nimble 
enough to have saved his young lordship ? 

Sol Not in time, my sweet Miss. Besides, mercy on 
us ! I should have sunk like a lump of lead : and T Hap- 
pened to have a letter of consequence in my pocket, which 
would have been made totally illegible, a letter from Con- 
stantinople, written by Chevalier— What's his name? 
[Draws a Letter from his pocket, and, putting it up again 
directly, drops it, Peter takes it up slily and unobserved.'] 
It contains momentous matter, I assure you. The world 
will be astonished when it cdmes to light ; and not a soul 
will suppose that old Solomon had a finger in the pye. 

Char. No, that I believe. , 

Sol. But I must go and see to the cellar. Miss, yonr / 
most obedient servant. O sirrah, O ! [Bant, h, 

Cha. [fVith pride.1 Your serA-ant, Mr. Solomon. 

Pet. Here's the letter from Co stantinople. I wonder 
what it can be about. Now for it ! [Opens it. 

Char. Aye, let us have it. 

Pet, f Rea<K] " 1/ so he you say so^ Fit never toorh far 
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yout never no more^ Considering as hote pour Swiday 
waistcoat has been turned three times, it doesn*t look amiss ^ 
and Vve charged as little as any tailor Of *ew. alL You say 
I must pay for the buckram t but I say, VU be damn*d if I 
do. So no more from your loving nephew, 

Timothy Twist." 
From Constantinople ! Why, cousin Tim writ it. 

Char. Cou»iu Tim ! Who is he ? 

Pet* Good lack ! Don't you know cousin Tim ? Why, 
heN one of the best tailors in all — 

Char. A tailor ! No, sir, 1 do not know him. [Crosses, l.] 
My father was state coachman, and wore his HiKhuefs's 
Uvery* « [Exit^ l. 

Pet. [Mindcking.l *' My fkthcr was state coachman, 
and wore his Hij^hnes^'s lirety." — W^cll, and cousin Tim 
Ci>uld have made his Highne&s's livery, if you go to that. 
State coachmafO, indeed I [i^jrtV, ju 

END OF ACT II. 
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SCENE h^The Skirts of the Park and Lodge, 8fc. as be- 
fbre. The Stranger is discovered on a seat, reading. 

Enter Francis, /re>m the Lodge. 

Fra, Sir, sir, dinner is ready. [Comes forward, l. 

Stra. I want no dinner. 

Ffa, I've got something good. 

Stra. Eat it yourself. 

Fra, You are not hungry ? 

Stra* No. [Jiisee, 

Fra. Nor I. The heat does take away all appetite. 

Stra Yes. 

Frfl. ril putithy; perhaps at night— 

Stra. Perhaps. 

Fra. Dear sir, dare I speak ? 

Stra. Speak. 

Fra. You have done a uohle action. 

Stra. What? 

Fra. You have saved a fellow creature's life. 

Stra. Peace ! 

Frek Do you know who he was ? 



8CXXX I.] THX 8TAANGXR. 33 

Sira, No. 

Fra, The only son of Connt \^nteneii. 

Stra. Immateria]. 

Fra. A gentleman^ by report, worthy and benevolent at 
yourself. 

Stra. \Angry»'\ Silence I Dare yon flatter me ? ' 

Fro* As I look to Heaven for mercy, I speak from my 
heart When I observe how you are doing good around 
you, how you are mailing every individual's wants your 
own, and are yet yourself unhappy, alas I my heart bleeds 
for you. 

Stra, I thank you, Francis. [Croues l.] I can only 
thank you. Yet share this ^consolation with me ;— my 
Bufferiugt are unmerited. ' [Crosses, lu 

Fra, My poor master ! 

Stra, Have you forgotten what the old man said this 
morning ? *' There is another and a better world !" Oli, 
'tis true. Then let us hope with fervency, and yet endure 
with patience ! — [ Charlotte tings without,] What's here ? 

Enter Charlotte, [singing] frmn the Park Oate, l. u. B. 

Char, I presume,, sir, you ai-e the strange gentleman 
that drew my young master out of the water ?— [!%« 
Stranger reads,] Or [To FrancisJi are you he ? [Franois 
makes a wry face*] Are the creatures both' dumb I [Looks 
at them by turns.] Surely, old Solomon has fixed two 
statues here, by way of ornament ; for of any use there is 
no sign. [Approaches Francis,] No, this is alive, and 
breathes; yes, and moves its eyes. [Bawls in his ear,"^ 
Good friend ! 

Fra. I'm not deaf. 

Char, No, nor dumb, I perceive at last.-— Is yon lifeless 
thing your master ? 

Fra. That honest, silent gentleman, is my master.' 

Char. The same that drew the young Count out of the 
water ? ' 

Fra. 'ITie same. 

Char. [To the Stranger.] Sir, my master and mistress, 
the Count and Countess, present their respectful compli- 
ments, and request the honour of your tompany at a 
family supper this evening. 

Stra, I shall not come. 

Char. But you'll scarce send such an uncivil answer as 
t^u^ The Count is overpowered with gratitude. You 
aatred his son's life. 

Stra. 1 did )t willingly. 
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Char, And won't accept of " I ihaok you/' in retttin ? 

Stra, No. 

Char, You really are cruel, sir, I must tell you. There are 
three of us ladies at the Castlet and we are all dyiui? with 
cariosity to know who you are. [Exit StrangerJ r,\ 'I'lie 
master is crabbed euongh, however. Let me try what 
I cau make of the man. Pray, sir — [Francis crosses, r] — 
The beginning promises little enough. Friend^ why won't 
you look at me ? 

Fra, I like to look at green trees better than green eyefi. 

Char. Green eyes, you monster ! Who told you .that my 
eyes were green ? Let me tell you, there have been sonnets 
made on my eyes before now. Green eyes ! . 

Fra, Glad to hear it. 

Char, To the point, then, at once. What is your 
mast.T ? 

Fra. A man. 

Char, J surmised as much. But what's hU name ? 

Fra. The same b» his father's. 

Char. Not unlikely ; and his father was— » 

Fra. Married 

Char, To whom ? 

Fra* To a woman. 

Char. [Enraged.} 1*11 tell yon what ; who your roaster 
Is I see 1 shall not learn, and 1 don't care; but I know 
what you are. 

Fra, Well, what am I ? 

Char, A bear ! ^Eait at Oate, 

Fra, Thank you ! Now to see how habit und example 
corrupt one's manners. I am naturally the civilest spoken 
fellow in the world to the pretty prattling rogues ; yet, 
following my master's humour, I've rudely driven this 
wench away. I must have a peep at her though. 

[Looking towards th$ Park goto. 

Enter Stranger, b. 

Stra. h that woman gone ? 

Fra, Yes. 

Stra. Francis! 

Fra, Sir. 

Stra, We must be gone, toa 

Fra, But whither? 

Stra, I don't care. 

Fra. ril attend you. 

Sira. To any place? 

Fra* 'to death. 
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Sira. Heaven grant it — to me, at least! There U 
peace. 

Fra. . Peace is every where. Let the storm rage without, 
if the heart be but at rest. Vet I thhik we are very well 
where we are ; the situation is inviting ; and nature lavish 
of her beauties, and of her bounties too. 

Stra. But I am not a wild beast, to be stared at^ and 
tent for as a show, is it fit I should be .' 

Fra. Another of your interpretations I That a man, 
the life of whose only eon you have saved, should invite 
you to his house, seen»s to me not very unnatural. 

Stra, I will not be invited to any house. 

Fra. For once, methinks, you might submit. Youll 
not be asked a second time. [ffalf aside. 

Stra, Proud wretches { They believe the most essential 
service is requited, if one may but have, the honour of 
sitting at their table. Let us begone. [Croaei, l. 

Fra. Yet liold, sirl This hustle will sooh be over. 
Used to the town, the Count and his party will soon be 
tiM of, simple mkture, and you will again be freed from 
observation. 

Stra, Not from your's. 

Fra. This is too much. Do I deserve your doubts ? 

Stra, Am I in the wrong ? 

Fra. You are, indeed ! 

Stra, Francis, my servant, you are my only Mend. 

Fra. That title makes amends for all. 

Stra, But^ look ! look, Francis ! Inhere are' uniforms 
and gay dresses in the walk again. No, 1 must be gone. 
Here I'll stay no longer. [Crostet, R. 

Fra. Well, then, I'll tie up my bundle. 

Stra. The sooner the better! They come this way. 
Now must I shut myself in mv hovel, and lose this line 
breeze. Nay, if they be your high-bred class of all, they 
may have impudence enough to walk into my chamber; 
Frauds, I shall lock the door. 

lOoetinto the Lodge, locks the door, and iafastetUng 

the shutters. 

Fra* And I'll be your centiuel. 

Stra. VerywelL [Closes the shuit$rs. 

Fra. Now, should these people be as inquisitive as their 
maid, I must summon my whole stock of -iui pertinence. 
But their questions and my answers need little study^ 
They can learn notiiing of the Stranger from me ; for the 
best of all possible reasons — I know nothing of bim 
mvself. 
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Enier Baron ana Countess, yw>t» Gates. 

Countess. (Comes damn c.) There ki a-istraage face. 
The servant, probably. 

Bar^ (u) Frtead, oan we speak to yonr naater i 

Fror («•) No» 

Bar, Only for a {ew minutes. 

Fni* He hat locked himself ia bifl flooiR. i 

C^untes$^ Tell him a laiiy waits for him. ' - 

Fti0^ Jli^ he's sure not to come. 

Countess* Does he hate our sex ? 

Fra. He hates the whole human race, but women par- 
ticularly. 

Coufiess. And why? 

^rn^ He may hare been deceived. 

Countess. This is not very courteous. 

Fra. My ^master is not over courteous ; but whenhe sees 
a chance of^saving a fellow-creature's life, he'll attempt it 
at Che hazard of his own. 

Bar. You are right. Now hear ^he reason of our visit. 
The wife and brother-in-law of the man, whose child 
your master has saved, wish to acknowledge their obliga- 
tions to him. 

Fra, That he dislikes. He only wishes to live uimo- 
ticed. 

CowUesi. He appears to be uufortuoatc. 

Fra. Appears ! 

CouiUsssi hn. affair of honour^ perhapay or some un* 
happy attachment may have — 
. Fra. It may* 

Countess. Be this as it may, I wish to know ^o he is. 

Fra. So do 1. 

Count. What ! Don*t you know him yourself? 

Fra. Oh! I know him well enough. I mean his zeal 
self — His ^art^— his soul^iis wortli — his honour ! — Per- 
haps YOU think one knows a man, when one is acquainted 
with his name and person. 

Countess. 'Tis well said, friend ; yon please me much. 
And now I should like to know you. Who ai*e you ? 

Fra, Your humble servant. [Esfit, R, 

Countess. This is affectation I A desire to appear singular ! 
Every one wishes to make himself distinguished. One 
•ails round the world; another creeps into a hoveU 

Bar. And the man apes his master ! 

Countess. Come, brother, let us seek the Count. H« 
and Mrs. Haller turned into the lav^n.— . [Ooingi 
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Bar> Stay. First a word or two, sifter. I am iu love. 

Counieif* For the hundredth time. 

Bar, For the first time iu my life. 

Caunteu- I wish you joy. 

Bar. 1111 now you hare evaded my inquiries. Who ia 
siie ? I beseech you/sister, be serious. Tliere is a time for 
ali things. 

CawUess, Well, if I am to 1>e serious, I obey. I do not 
Icnow who Mrs. HaUer is, as I have already told tou ; but 
what I do know of her, shall not be concealed from you. 
It may now be three years ago, when, one evening, about 
twilight, a lady was announced, who wished to spcalc to 
me in private* Mrs. Haller appeared with all that grace 
and modesty which have enchanted you. Her features, 
at that moment, bore keener marks of the sorrow and con- 
fusion which have since settled into gentle melancholy. 
She threw herself at my feet; and besought me to save a 
wretch who was on the brink of despair. She 'told me - 
she had heard much of my benevolence, and offered herself 
atf a servant to attend me. I endeavoured to dive into the 
caune of her sufferings, but in vain. She concealed her 
secret ; yet opening to me more and more each day a heart. 
chosen by virtue as her temple, and. an understandiug im- 
proved by the most refined attainments. She no longer 
remained ray servant, but became my friend ; and, by her 
own' desire, has ever since redded here. [Curteiping.] 
Brother, I have done. 

Bar, Too little to satisfy my curiosity ; yet enough to 
make me realise my project. Sister, lend me your aid— 
I would marry her. 

Countess, You I 

Bar. I. > 

CoutUea. Baron Strinfort ! 

Bar^ For shame ! If I understand you. 

Counieu. Not so ha^sh, and not so hasty ! Those great 
sentiments of contempt of inequality in rank are veiy fine 
in a romance ; biit we happen not to be inhabitants of an 
ideal world. How could you introduce her to the circle 
we live in ? You, surely, would not attempt to present her 
to—' 

Ba^. Object as you will— my answer is — Ihve. Sister, 
you see a man l»efore you, who— 
Countess. Who wants a wife. 

^ Bar, No ; who has deliberately poised advantage against 
disadvantage ; domestic ease and comfort against the false 
gaieties of feishion. I can withdraw into the country, 
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I aoed no bouours to i^ake my tenants bappy ; and my 
lieart will teach me to make their happiness my own. 
With such a wife as this» children who resemble her, and 
fortune enongfa to spread comfort arcwtid me^ what would 
Ae 6«ul of man have more? 

'. CotfntewtiThis is all vastly .fine« I, adtnire your plan ; 
o ly you seem to have forgotten one trifling circuoMtanee. 

jBoK And Uurt is-*- 

C(uadM$» Whether Mrs. Haller will have yon «r not. 

Bar, There^ sister> I jnt want yowt assifitanoe.^Good 
ttenrii^ttaS. 

Counter Wellyhfre'-s iliy hand. 1*11 do all I can fof 
you. St !— rWehad dear been overheard* Fhey vtt coming* 
0e patiiovti and obediad:. 

Enter at the Gates, Count, and Mrs. Hallbr leaning on 
' his arm, x. They advance in c. 

Count. Upon my woi*d, Mrs. Ualler, yov are a nimbk 
wallier : .1 should be soiTy to run a race with' yon 
. Mrs, H. Custom, my lord. You need only take the 
same walk every day .for a month. . 

Onmt, Yes ; if I wanted to resemble my greyhounds.^* 
Well, what says the Stranger ? 

Countess, He gave Charlotte a flat refusal ; and yon see 
his door, and even his shutters, are CJ^bosed against us. 

Count, What an unaccountable being ! But it won't da 

St show my gratitude one way or other. [Croaies tP 

Stein/ortJ] Steiafort, we will take the ladies home, and 

then you shall try puce again to see him* You can talk to 

these oddities better than I can. ' 

Bar. If you wish it, with all my heart» 

Count. Thank you^ thank you. Come^ ladies.: come, 
Mrs. Haller. '• 

[Exeunt Coiij^eu tmdMrt. H.^ Camt. ami. Barm, 
through Gat^ 

SCENE ll^A OumUr l» ikeCattte. 
JSnt&r COUNTB88 and Mrs. Haubb; r. 

Countess. Well, Mrs. Haller^ how do you like the man 
that just now left us?. , . * 

Mrs, H Who do you mean, madaiii > ,. ■' 

Countess, My brother. 

Mr^, H. He deserves to be your brother* 

Countess, [Curtesy ing,'\ Your most obedient 1 That 
shall be written in my pocket-book* 
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. il/rv. H* Without flnttery then, madaniy he app^ttn fObe • 
4ii(i«t amiablr. 

Comtiess. Good !«-Ai)d a handsome man ? 

Mrs, H. [fVUh indijhrenee.^ Oh, yes. 

Countess, **0h, yes!" It sounded ftlmyMtllke "Oh, 
tio V Hut f must t^l you, that he Yooks upon you to he a 
ImndMme W)iytnati. lMrs» HaOer 4tHiM.] You make no" 
reply tb this? 

Mrs. H, What shall I reply ? Dierision uerer te\i from 
yovr lips ; and I am litUe calculated to suppot* it. ' 

Coun$9$s. As little as you are eakulated to be the tsxae 
«f ifc No ;•*-! was In earuest'-'Now ? 
. Mf9: if: Yon confuse me !-^Bift why should I play fthn 
prude ? I will own there wasf tim« wiitn I thought myself . 
kandsoiue. 'Tis past. Alas ! The enchanting beauties of a 
female countenance arise from peace of miad^f&e io^, 
which captivates an honourable many mu&t be reflected 
from a noble soul. 

Cowiieit^ Then HeaVen jgrant my bosom may ever hold 
as pure a heai-t, as now thuee e^fei bear witness lives ki 
yours. 

Mrs. H. l^ltA sfOdm wiUtussA Oh ! Heaven forbid ! 

Cottntsss. {j4stonishai*] How I 

Mrs, H. iCkecMmg her &ar#.] Spare me ! I am a 
wretch. The sufferings of three yeftrs can give me no 
claim to your ftiendship-^No,npteven to your compassion* 
Obi Spare me! \.Ching* 

Cwntefis, Stay, Mrs. Haller, For. the first time, I beg 
your confidence. — My brother loves you. 
* Mrs. H* \Siartmg^ and gating fkU in th^ fate of the 
CowUess.] For mirth, too much-^for earnest, too moum- 
fnl! 

Countess. I revere that modest blush. Discover to 
me who you are. You risk nothing. Pour all your grieft- 
Into a 8lA(er*s bobom. Am I not kind ? And can 1 not hne 
silent ? 

Mrs, H, Alas ! But a irank reliance on a generous mind 
18 the greatest, saqriflce to be offered by true repentance, 
^rhis sacrifice I will offer. \He8itat%ng\ Did you never 
heUr — Pardon me — Did you never hear— Oh ! how shock- 
ing is it to unmask a deception, which alone has recom- 
mended me to your regard ! But it must be so. — ^Madam— 
Fie, Adelaide I Does pride become you ? Did you ever hear 
of Uie Countess Waldoourg ? 

Countess, I think I did bear, at the neighbouring court, 
of such a creature. She plunged an honourable husband 
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into misery. She ran away with a viilaiih 

Mrs, H. She didiudeed. [Falla at die feet of the Omnteu.] 
Do not cast mc from you. 

Counteti. For Heaven's^ sake ! You are— 

Mn, H* I am that wretch. 

OomUeu. { Turning from her with horror, ] Ha I — Begone ! 
{doing* Her heart draws her back."} Yet, she is nafor* 
tunate : she is unfriended ! Her image is repentance — Her 
life tiie proof. Be still awhile, remorseless prejudice, and 
let the gennlQe feelings of my soul avow — ^they do not 
truly honour, virtue, who can insult the erring heart that 
would return. to hier sanctuary. [Looking with sorrow om. 
her.] Rise, I beseech you, rise! My husband and my 
brodier may surprise us. I promise to be silent. 

[Raising her* 
. Mrs, H, Yes, yon will be silent — But, oh ! Cohsdenoe ! 
conscience! thou never wilt be silent.~'[C/a«ptf^ her 
hands,] Do not cast me from you. 

Countess, Never ! Your lonely life, your silent anguish 
and contrition, may at length atone ydur crime. And 
never shall you want an asylum, where youf penitence may 
lament your loss. Your fault was youth and inexperience ; 
your heart never was, never could be concerned in it 

Mrs, H, Oh 1 spare me ! My conscience never re- 
proaches me so bitterly, as when I catch my base tiionghts 
in search of an excuse ! No, nothing can palliate my guilt \ 
and the only just consolation left me, is to acquit Ihe man 
I wronged, and own I eiTcd without a cause of fair com- 
plaint. 

Countess. And this is the mark of true repentance. Alas ! 
my friend, when superior sense, recommended too by supe- 
rior charms of person, assail a young, though wedded— 

Mrs, H, Ah ! not even that mean excuse is left me. In 
all that merits admiration, respect, and love, he was far, 
far beneath my husband. But to attempt to account for my 
strange infatuation — I cannot bear it. I thought my 
husband's manner grew colder to me. 'Tis true I knew, 
that his expenses, and his confidence in deceitful friends, 
had embarrassed his means, and clouded his spirits ; yet 
I thought he denied me pleasures and amusements still 
within our reach. My vanity was mortified I My confi- 
dence not courted. The serpent tongue of my seducer 
promised evcrv thing. Bbt never could such arguments 
avail, till, assisted by foi ged letters, and the treachery of 
a servant, whom I taost confided in, he fixed my belief 
that rov lord was false, and that air the eoldness I ons. 



plained of was disg^t to me, and love' for another i all 
ills home retrenchiueiits but tiiemeftns of Stttisfyin; a 
rival's luxury. Maddened with this convicUoui (convic* 
tion it was, for artifice was raoftt inget^ipus in its pioof,) 
I left my children — father — husband, to follow — a villaio. 

Countm, But, with such a heart, my friend could .not 
renukiti king In ^er delusion ? . , . 

Mrs. if* lAmf^ enough to make a flufficleot peuitcoce 
imposaibie* Oh, what were my sensations when thewiat 
dispersed before tiiy eyes]! T called for my bttsband, but 
in vain 1— I listened for the prattle of my children, but in 
vwn ! 

Cimniest, IJEm^radng Mr,] Here> here, on ibis bosom 
only shall yoof future tears be shed-; and ma]rI|^itMur 
sufferer, make' you again familiar with hope I 

Airs. H, Oh ( impossible ) 

CotuUeat* Hare you never heard of your chUdnKa ? 

Mrs. H, Never. 

Countess* We must endeavour to gain some account of 
them. We mustr— Hold 1 My husband and my; brotiier ! 
Oh, my poor brother ! I had quite forgotten him. Quick^ 
dieay ftim, Haller, wipe your eyes. Let us meet them. 

Mrs. H^ iMadam, I'll follow. Allow rae a moment to 
compose my^t\t^~\EsU' Cow^ess, r.] I pause! — Oii I 
yes — to cotiipo^e myself! [/ro;»Va%.] She little thinks 
It is but to gain one solitary niofneut to vent my soul's 
|-enu>i;%e. Onpe^.the purpose Of. my unsettled miud was 
self-destructioD. Heaven, knows bow I haie sued for 
hope and resignation. I did trust my prayers were heard. 
— Oh ! spare me further trial I I feel^ I feel my heart 
and brain can bear no more. ' ^Exitf a* 

END OP ACT III* 



ACT IV. 

■• » 

SCENE le-r^B Skirts €f the Parky Lodge, |t.; as be/orem 
A Tabte, spread loith Fruits, ic, 

Francis discovered placing the Supper, 

Fra» T know he lovcb to ha^e his early sapper in the 
fresh air; and^ whUe.be sops, not.^t I believe any thing 
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C9B amuse him, ? et I will try my little SRVoyardh' pretty 
voice*. I have heai^ him speak as if be had loved uiu&ic. 
iJ/t/Mc wWmutf L.] Oh, faerediey am ^ 

£nier, l., Annbttb and Claudine, playing on t/tetr 

(hntars* 

Awu To welcome mirth and harmleas Klee» 
We rambling niinstrels, blithe and free. 
With song the laughing hours beguile. 
And wear a never-fading smUc : 
• Where'er we roam. 
We find a home, , 
. And greeting, to reward our toil. 

Ctau. No anxious griefs disturb our rest, 
Nor busy cares annoy oiir breast ; 
Fearless we sink in soft repose, 
While night her sable mantle tiirows. 
With gratefhl lay. 
Hail, rising day, 
Hiat rosy health and peace bestows ! 

During the Dufii, the Stranger looktfrom the Lodge win^ 
dow, and at the conclution he comes out, 

Stra, (r.) What mummery is this ? 

Fra. (r. c.) I hoped it might amuse you, nr. 

Stra. Amuse me — ^fool ! 

Fra, Well Uien, I wished to amuse myself a little. I 
don't think my recreations are so very numerous. 

Stra, That's true, my poor fellow ; indeed they are not. 
Let them go on. — 1*11 listen. [Retiree and eite down, r. 

Fra, But to please you, my poor master, I fear it must be 
a sadder strain. — ^Anuette, have you none but these cheer- » 
ful songs ? 

^nn, O, plenty. If you are dolefully given, we can be 
■8 sad as night. I'll sing you an air Mrs. Mailer taught 
me, the first year she came to the Castle. 

Fra. Mrs. Haller ! I should like to hear that. 

jinn* 1 have a silent sorrow here, 

A grief I'll ne'er impart ; 
It breathes no sigh , it tbeda no tear, 

But it consumes my heart 
This cherish'd woe, this loved despair. 

My lot for ever he, 
So^ my aoul's lord, the iMmgi I bear 

Be never knowtt by thee ! 
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And when pale d^aracters of death 

ShaUmarlc tkis i^r'd cheek. 
When my poor wastsd trembling breath 

My life's last hope would sp^h^ « 

I shall not raise my eyes to Heaven^ 

Nor mercy ask for me ; 
My soul despair^ to be forgiven, 

Unpardon'd, love, by thee. 

Stra. [Surprised and mooedJ] Oh 1 I have heard that 
^r before, but 'twas with other worda^ [Mises*} Francis, 
share oar supper with your friendi^^I need none. 

[Enters the Lodge, 

Fra* So I feared. Well,. [Crosses, c] my pretty favour- 
ites, here are refreshments. — [Leads them to the table,'] So, 
disturbed agiun ! Now will this gentleman call for more 
music, and make my master mad. Go, go, fmd return 
' when you observe this mau is gouQ^—[E3eeunt, l. Annette, 
and Ciaudine, singing. — Francis sits and eats,\—l waf' in 
hopes that I might at least eat my supper peaceably in tne 
open air ; but Uiey follow at our heels like blood- 
hounds. 

Enter ^ksiov J from Gates, 

Bar, (l.) My. good friend^ I must speak. to your 
master. ^ . 

Fra. (k.) Can't serve you. . 

Bar, Why not? 

Fra. It's forbidden. . 

Bar, [Qffers money ^ There! Announce me« 

Fra. Want no money. 

Bar, Well, only announce me then. 

Fra. [Rising.'] I will announce you, sir ; but it won't 
avail ! T shall be abused, and you rejected* However, we 
can but tJ'y. " [Going, 

Bar. I only ask half a minute. [Francis goes tnto the 
Lodge.] But when he comes, how am I to treat him ? I 
never encountered a misanthrope before. I have heard 
of instructions as to conduct in society; but how I am to 
behave towards a being who loathes the whole world, and 
his own exiatence, I have never learned. 

Enter the Stranger, y}*oi» Lodge, 

Stra. (r.) Now; whafs your will ? 
Bar, (l.) I beg pardon, sir, iot-^lSvddady recognizing 
him.] Charles* 
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Sira* SteinfiRt! [They emhraee* 

Bar. !s tt reftllj'yoti^ my d€^ fHeto#? 

Sira, ft is. V ' ' 

i^ar. Merciful Heavens! > Hov^ yoa are altered ! 

Sim, Theihtiftd of niisiery lies heavy on nie.'^But how 
came you here ? What want you ? 

Bar, Strange 1 Herd was I ruminating how to address 
this mysterious redvse.v \S6 Ik^peaif^, tmd proves to be my 
old and dearest frfei^d. 

Stra, Then yon were ttot m search of me, nor knew 
that I liwd here ? 

Bar. As little as I know who lives on the tlum^it of 
Caticasus. You this morning saved the life of my brother- 
in-law's only son : a grateful family wishes to behold you 
in its circle. You refused my sister's messenger j there- 
fore, to give more weight to the invitation, I was deputed 
to be the bearer of it. And thus has fortune restored to 
me a friend, whom my heart has so long missed, and whom 
my heart J ttSt now so much requires. 

Stra* Yes, I am your friend ; your sincere friend. Yoa 
are a true man ; an uncommon man. ' Towards you my 
heart is still the same. But if this assurance be of any 
value to you — ^go^ leave me— and retvm no more. 

Bar. Stay ! All that I see and hear of you is ipegcpUca- 
ble. 'lis you \ butthiesfe, alas! are mi the teattii^ which 
once enchanted every female bosom, beamed gaiety through 
all society, and won you friends ' before yout lips were 
opened ! Why do you avert your face ? Is the sight of a. 
friend become hateful ?. Or, ^o yoti fear that '\ should 
read in ydui' eye what passes In your soul ? Where is 
that open look of fire, which at olDce penetrated into every 
heart, and re^'ealed your own ? 

Stra. IfFUA oHperity.] My look penetrate into, every 
heart I— Hal ha I ha! 

Bar* Oh, Heavens.! Rather may I never hear you 
ladgh than in such a tone !— .For Heaven's sake, tell me, 
Charles 1 tell me, I conjure you, what hsa happened to 
you.'' 

Stra. Things that happen every day ; occurreDces heard 
of in every street. Steinfort, if I am not to hate you, ask 
me not another question. If I am to love you, leave 
me. 

Bar. Oh, Charles ! avirake the faded ideas of past joys. 
Feel, that a friend is near. Recollect the days we passed 
in Hungary, when we wandered arm in .arm upon the 
banks of the Danube^ while nature opened our hearts. 



and made vs. enamonred of beoevolence and friendship. 
In those blessed moments you gare me this seal as a pledge 
of your regard. Do yon remember it ? 

Stra. Yes. 

Bast* .Am I since that time become less worthy of yoor 
confidence? 

iSTrti. No! 
. Bm. Charles ! it grieves me that I am thus compelled 
to enforce my rights^ upon you. » Do you know this scar ? 

Sinu Comrade ! Friend 1 It receiyed and resisted the 
strolce »mcd at my life. I have not forgotten it. Yon 
knew .not what a present you then made me. 

Bar, Speak. then, I beseech you. 

Stra. You cannot help me. 

Bar. Then lean mourn with yon. 
. iS/ra. That I hate. Besides, I cannot weep. 

Bar, Then give me words instead of tears. Both relieve 
the heart. 

Stra, Relieve the heart ! My heart is like a dose-shut 
sepulchre. Let what is within it moulder and decay. Wfiy, 
why open the wretched charnel-house to spread a pesti- 
lence around ? 

Bar^ How horrid are your looks 1 For shame! A man 
like you thus to crouch beneath the diance of fortune ! . 

Stra. Steinfort ! I did think, that the opinion of all 
mankind was alike indifferent to me ; but I feel that it is 
not so. My friend, you shall not. quit me without learning 
how I have- been robbed of every joy which life afforded. 
Listen : much misery may lie contained in a few words. 
Attracted by my native country* I quitted you and the ser- 
vice. What pleasing pictures did I form o| a life employed 
in improving society, and diffusing happiness ! I fixed on 
Cassel,to be my abode.' All went on admirably. I found 
friends. At length, too, I found a wife; a lovely, inno- 
cent creature, scarce sixteen years of age. Oh ! bow I 
loved her ! She bore me a son and a daughter. Both were 
endowed by nature with the beauty of their motberf Ask 
me not how I loved my wife and children ! Yes; then, then 
I was really happy. {Wiping Atf eyes.^ Ha! a tear! I 
could not have believed it. Welcome, old friends ! *Twas 
long since we have known each other. Well; my story is 
nearly ended. One of my friends, for whom I had becouMi 
eugaged, treacherously l^^t me more than half my fortune, 
'iliis hurt me. I was obliged to retrench my expenses. 
Contentment needs but little. I forgave him. Another 
friend — a villain ! to whom i was attached heart and ionl ( 



whom I liad lisisted wi^ my means, and ]»roii!ioted by my 
loUH^t, «hi8 fiend ! seduced my wife, and bore hjr from 
me. Tell me, sir, is> tbis ^omigh- ta jwtify my hatred ^ 
mankind, and palliate my seclusion from the woWd ? — 
Kings, laws,, tyranny i or -g«ilt, can bttt, imprison me, or 
kill me. But, O God I O God! Oh! what are' chains or 
death compared to the tortures of a deceived yet doting 
husband! [OrotoM, l. 

B%r, To lanenc 4he loss of a fiUtiitess wife is madness.- 

Stnu Call It what ^oii please— say what yon please-— I 
love her still* 

Bar. And wlwre i9 she? 

S/ra. I know not, nor do I^Wisii to kffow. 

Bar. And your children ? 

Stra. I left them at a smalt tbwu bard by. 

Bar» But why did you not keep your ehildren witb y<Hi ? 
They would have amused you in matiya dreaify houi*. 

Stra. Amused met Oh, yes! wWle^ their likeness t# 
their mother should every hour remind nie 6i my paKt hap- 
piness ! No. For three years I h&ve never seen them. I 
hatethat any human ereatiit^ should be near me,'ydutaft of 
old! Had not ridiculous habit made a servant ued^ssary^ 
I should never have engaged' hfitt; tfiod'gh he is not the 
worst anIOng the bad. 

Bar. Such too often are the cohsequenoes of great alli- 
ances. Therefore, GharletT, I have resolved to take a wUIS 
from a lower rank of lifife. 

Stra. You marryl 

Bmt, Yod shall see her. She Is In the house where yon 
aiie expected. Gbme with me* 

Sira. What ! I mix again with the world ! 

Bar. To do a generous action vtPlAout requiring thanks 
is noble and praiseworthy. But so obstinately to avoid 
those thanks, as to make d)e kindness a burthen, is affiec" 
tation. 

89ra. Leavie me ! leave me ! Every one tries to form a 
circle of which he mav be the centre. So do I. As long 
as there remains a bird in these woods to greet the rising 
sun with its melody, 1 shall court no other society. 

\Crou€9y It. 

Bair. Do as you please to-morrow; but give me your 
company tliis evening. 

iSSfro. No! 

Bar. Not fiiough it were in your power, by this single 
virtt, tosecore the happiness of your friend for life ? 

Slra: Ha \ llien I must-^Biit how ? 
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Bar. You Hball Miie in my behalf to Mn. Huner. You 
Jbare the talent' of perraasion. 
Stra. 11 fuvaeftf- SleuifortI 

^ar» The happiueM or misery of your friend dflpendB 
upon it. Vll, coqtriiFe th|tr yon i^iaU nnk to Her atone. 
.Will you? 

Stra, I will; but upon one condition* 

£ar» Name it. 

Slra» That you allow me «» bie goiN9 tQ^monow,md not 
endeavour to det^n me* 

Bar. Go I Whither ? 

Stra. No matter. Promise thi»» or 1 wUl sot come. 

Bar. Well, I do promise.. Come. 

Stra. i have directions to give my servant* {CrosMfy l* 

Bar. In half an hour, then, we shall expect you« He- 
member, you liave given your word. 
• Stra. I have. [EjpU Baron through gates. The Stranger 
walks up and down, thw/^htful on^ mk!fii(M§^ Francia I 
Francis ! 

^nter Francis, from Lodge, 

Stra. Why are you out of the way ? 

Fra» Sir, I came when I heard you call* 

Stra. I shall leave this place to-morrow. 

Tra. With all my heart. 

Stra. Perhaps to go into anothei laud. 

Fra. With all my heart a^atn. 

Stra. Perhaps into another quarter of the globe. 

Fra. With all my heart still. Into which quarter ? 

Stra. Wlierever Heaven directs! Away! avtay! from 
Europe! From this cultivated moral lazaret! Do you 
hear, Francis ? To-juorrow* early* 

Fra, Very well. IGoing. 

Stra. Come here, c^nie here ^rst, I hfive an errand for 

you. Hire that clu-riage in the village ; drive to the town 

Jiard by ; yod may be back by sun-set I shfdl give you a 

etter to a widow who lives there. With her you will find 

two cftUdren. . They are mine* 

Fra, [Astonished.^ Your chfldren, dtr t 

Sita. T&he ^diem and bring them hither. 

Frok' Yotir-€falkUtu,«h' ? 

Stra. Yes, mine I Is it So4rc(ry incononvable ? 

FVa. That I- ^ould have been three years in your ser- 
vice, and never haVe heard tiiem mentioned, is somewliat 
strange. 

Stra. Pshaw! Bloekheadl— 

Fra. You have been married, then ? 
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Shra, Well — go, go, and prepare for our journey. 
Fra, That I can do in five minutes. [Going, 

Sira, I shall come and write the letter directly, 
^a. Very welU sift • • ^ [Eafit, l, 

Sira, Yes, I'll take ihem with me.. TU accustom my- 
self to the sight of them. Ilie Innocents ! they shall not be 
poisoned by the refinements of society. Rather let them 
hunt their daily sustenance upon some desert island with 
their bow and arrow ; or cr^ep, like torpid Hottentots, 
Into a corner, and stare at each other. Better to do no- 
thing than to do evil. Fool that I was, to be prev^ed upon 
once more to exhibit myself among these apes ! What a 
ridiculous figure shall I make ! And in tlie chai-acter of a 
•uitor too 1 He cannot be serious ! Tis but somB friendly 
artifice to draw me from my solitude. Why did I promise 
him ? Yet, my sufferings have been many ; and, to oblige 
a friend^ why should I hesitate to add anotlier painful hour 
to the wretched calendar of my life ! I'll go, nl go. 

lEjfii into Lodge. 



SCENE ll^^The ArUichamJber. 
Enter Charlotte, r. 

Char, No, indeed, mylad^ ! If you chtise to bury your- 
self in the country, I shall take my leave. 1 am not 
calcidated for a country life. A^d, to sum up idl, when I 
tiifaik of this Mrs. Haller^-^ 

EnUr SoLOMONy l. 

SoL \(h0(Ph)t0fhig herlae^Wfi^l Wliat^of Mrs. Ualler, 
my sweet Miss -I ... 

Char. Wkf, Mr. Solomoti^ who is Mib. HrUv I You 
know every thin^ | you heariovery thing. 

SoL I have received no letters from any part of *fiiirape 
<mtiieflub>ect. Miss. 

Char. But whois to blame? The Count and Conaless. 
8he dVnet with them ; esdct Uda veryoMneueieamifcing 
teawlththtm. Is this (wopor ? . 

Soi. By Rotneens." 

6A&r. ShOMkliietftC<MiBt«Bd(0bniitaB>fai alltlhttr ae- 
tions, show a proper degree of piide and pomposity ? 

SoL To besure ! To beewe, they ibenid! 

Char. No, I won't submit to it. i^U'tell her ladyship. 
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when 1 dress her to-morrow^ that eiUier Mrs. Haller or I 

must quit the house. 
Sol. [Scein^dfigjiaron,} St t 

Enter Baron^ iu 

Bar, Didn't I hear Mrs. Hauler's naai^ here ? 

Sol [Con/uiifd.'] Why — yes — we — we — 

Bar. Charlotte, tell my sister I wi^h to see her sis scop 
as the. tear table h rem^^ved. [Crosses ^ i^ 

CAar. Either she or I go, that I'm deteVmined. {EjfU^ Vu 

Bar, May I ask what it was you were saying ? 

Sot Why, please your Honourable Lordship, we werte 
talking.here and there — this and that — 

Bar. I almost hegln to suspect some secret. 

Sol. Secret ! Heaven forbid ! Mercy on us ! No f I 
should have had letters on the suhject if there had been a 
secret. 

Bar. Well then, since it was no secret, I presume I may 
know your coi^Verfiation. ° 

Sol, You do us great houoiir, my lord. Why, then, at 
first, we were making a few common-place observations. 
Miss Charlotte remarked we had all our faults. I said, 
" Yes." Soon aftet, I remarked that the best persons in the 
world were not widiout their weaknesses. She said, ''Yes." 

Bar, If yon referred to Mrs. Haller's faults and weak- 
nesses^ I am (UflurouaJto bear more. 

Sot 3ure epongb, sir, Mrs. Haller is an excellent wo- 
man. (but she's not an angel, for all that. I am an old 
faith^l servant to his EzceUeQcy the Count, and therefore 
It is my duty to speak when any thing is done disadvanta- 
geous to his interest^ 

Bar. Well ! 

I&9*. Folf liiBtB&ee^ tunrj'faia £sceeU«iicy< mi^ think he 
has' at least some score of dozens of tibe'old sizi^afid- 
tvvienty <hdcft; Mfincy oil us! There sof nelt'tpa< dozen 
bottles left ; and not a drop has gone down my throat,. VfX 
•w^atC '•••■■.■ 

Bar, [Smiling ] Mrs. Haller has not drank it, I suppose ? 

JM. N^^dm hersdtf, for slie never drinks wine. But 
if aay biidy.be J^ in tfae/rBlage, any poor woman lying4n, 
away goes a bottle of the six-^iuKi-tWenty I Innumerable 
are the times that i've reproved her | but she always an- 
twe» (t^eiWawf^iMfi that she will be responsible for it - 

Ban So^wil) I-, Mr* Solomon. 

Sol. Oh ! witli «li my heart, your Honourable Lordship. 
U makes noidiffisreAice to wev I had the rare of the cellar 
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twenty yean, and can uMy take my oatb, that I nerer 
gave the poor a single. drop in the whole course of my 
life. 

Bar. How extraordinary Is this woman ! [Cno«Msf, r. 

Sol. Eztraordhiary ! One can make nothing of her. 
To-day, the vicar's wife is not good enough for her* To- 
morrow, you may see her sitting widi all the women of 
the village. To be sare, she and I agree pretty well ; for, 
between me and your Honourable Lordship, she has cast 
an eye upon my son Peter. , 

Bar. Has she ? 

Sol. Yes — Peter 's no fool, I assnre von. The school- 
master is teaching hiu to write. Would your Honourable 
Lordship please to see a specimen ? I'll go for his copy- 
book. He makes his pot-hooks capitally. 

Bar. Another lime, another time. Good bye fur the 
present, Mr. Solomon. [Solomon bows, wtthout attempting- 
$0 goJ\ Good day, Mr. Solomon. 

Sol. [Not under8tandir»g the Mat.'} Yonr Honounible 
iiordsbip's most obedient servants 

Bar. Mr. Solomon, I wish to be alone. 

Sol. As yonr lurdship commands. If the time shtfuld 
seem long in my absence, and your lordship wishes to hear 
the newest news fronr the seat of war, yon need only senA 
for old Solomon. I have letters from Leghorn, Cape 
Horn, and every known part of the habitable globe. < 

[ExUf L. 

Ban Tedious oid fooil Yet hold. Did he not speak' 
in praise of Mrs* Haller ? Pardoned be his rage for news 
and politicik 

Enter Countbm, r. . ' 

Well, siitert have you spoken to her? 

Comtesf. I have : and if you do not steer for anoiliar 
haven, you will be doomed to drive upon the oeean iar 



Bar. Is she married ? 

Cotmtem. I don't know. 

Bar. Is she of a good fomlly ? 

Counteti. I can't tell. 

Bar. Does she dislike me ? 

Cotmteti. Excuse my making a reply. 

Bar* I thank you tor your sisterly aflection, and tha 
explicitness of your comrauuioations. Luckily, I placed 
Bttle reliance on either ; and have found a friend, who 
^tM Mve your ladyship all further trouble^ 



CmtUe^g. A fHendl 

Bar, Yes. The Stranger, who saved your sou's life this 
morn log, proves to be my intimate friend. 

Cou9U§t$, What's his name ? 

Bar. I don't l^now. 

Countess. Is he of good family ? 

Bar. I can't tell. ' 

Countess. Will he come hither ? 

Bar. Excuse my making a re^. 

Countess. -Well, the retort is fair — ^but insufferable. 

Bar, You can't ol^ect to tb« Da Capo of your own 
composition. * - 

Enter Count and Mas. Haixbr,. r. 

CouM, Zounds ! do you think Lara Xeuocrates : or like 
the poor sultan with marble legs ? Inhere you leafe me 
tStS'ik-iSte with Mrs. Haller, as if my heart were a mere 
flint. So yoo prevailed, brother. The Stranger will com 
then, k seems. 

Bar. I expect Mm ^very 'minute. 

Count: I'm'glad t6 hear it. One companion more, how- 
4*v«r« In the coontry, • Wc neveir can "have too many. 

Bar. This gentleman will not exactly be an addition to 
your circle^, for. he leaves thia place to-morrow. 

[Crosses behind Mrs. Haller, «. 

Coiiiii. l^Mhe wonft, I think. Now, Lady Wintersen, 
summon all your charms. Thefe is no art in conquering 
<M poor devils ; )mt this sthmge man, who does not care 
a doit for you all together^ is worth your efforts* Trf your 
lA^K I ifhan'tl)ejekl0tts. 

- Cdtmtest: l allow the conquest to be worth the trouble. 
Btttwiiat Mrs. Haller hsb not been able to ^fiect in three 
months, ought not to be attempted by me. 
\ Mrs. H. Oh, madam, he* has given me no opportunity 
of trying the force of my charms, for I have never onM 
happened to isee hiin. ' * ' 

GSotfftiL Then he^s a blockh^ * and you an Sdler. 

aoL imtfumt, L.] This way, sir ! This way I 

Enter Solomon, l. 

• • 

iSb/. The Stranger begs leave' to have the liononr — 
Coim/. * Welcome ! W^efcome! [Ejpit Solomon. 

IBun* to meet the Stranger, uthom he conducts in bp 

the hand. 
My dear sir^Ladf WIntersbn— Mrs. Haller— 
\Mr9i HaUer^ at S0on us she sees the Stranger, shrieks 
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and swoons in the arms of the Barolh 7%e Stranger 
casts a look at her, and, struck with astonishment and 
horror, rtishes out of the room, l. The Baron aiiH Coun* 
tess bear Mrs. Halter q/^ r.; Count following, in great 
surprise. 

END 07 ACT IV. 



ACT V- 

SC£NE L-^The AntichauOer. 
Enter Baron, r. 

Bar, Oh ! deceitfiil hope ! Thou phaDtom of future 
happiness. To tliee have I stretched out my arms, and 
thou hast vanished into air ! Wretched Steinfort ! The 
mygtery is solved. She is the wife of my friend ! . I can- 
not myself be happy ; but I may, perhaps, be. able to 
reunite two lovely souls whom cruel fate has severed. 
Ha ! they are here. I must propose it iostaotly. 

Enter Countess and Mrs. Haller, r. 

Countess. Into the garden, my dear friend ! Iota the 
jdrl 

Mr9. H, I am quite well. Do not alarm yourselves on 
my account. 

Bar. Madam, pardon my intniidon ; but to lose a mo- 
ment may be fatal. He means to quit the country to- 
morrow. ' We must devise means to reconcile you to— the 
Stmuger. 

Mrs. H, How, my lord ! You seem aoquidnted with my 
history ? 

Bar, I am. Waldbourg has been my friend ever slice 
we were boys. We served together from the rank of 
cadet. We have been separate seven yeara« Chance 
brought us this day together, and his heart was open to 
me. 

Mrs. H. How do I feel what it is to be in the presence 
of an honest man, when I dare not meet his eye. 

Bar. If sincere repentance, if years without reproach, 
do not Rive us a title to man's forgiveness, what must we 
expect hereafter ? No, lovely penitent 1 your contrition is 
complete. Error for a moment wrested from slumbering 
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vfrtue fhe dorainion of youf heart : but s&e awoke, and, 
with a look, banished her ^nemy for ever. I kuow ray 
frfeiK!. He has the iirmdeas of a man ; hut, with it, the 
getttltet ft^Uttgs \Df ybor sex. I hasten to hihi. With the 
Are of pure disinterested friendship will I enter on thif 
work ;- Aaty wiien I look hack upon ihy past life, I may 
derive from this good action consolationfiudisapppintmenty 
and even rekignation In despair. ' X^oing, l. 

Mrs. ff. lCro99eSf c] Oh, €tay 1 What would yoa do ? 
No I never ! My husband's honour is sacred to me. I 
lore him undtterahly :. hul^fleiser, never can I he his wife 
agaiii ; even if he were generous enough to pardon Ine. 

Bar. Madam ! Can yob, Ccmtitess, bie serious ? 

JMr9, If* Not that- title,, I beseech yon ! I am tmt acUId 
who wishes to avoid deserved |)umshment. What were- 
roy penitence, if I hoped advantage from it beyond the 
conseioustiess of atonement for past oifence ? 

Countess. But if your husband himself ? — 

Mrs, H. Oh ! he will not! he cannot! And let him 
rest assured I never would replace my honour at tiie ex- 
pense of his. 

Bar^ He still loves you. 

Mrs. H, Loves me'l Then he must not— No — he must 
purify his heart from a weakness which would degrade 
him ! 

B(tr. Incomparable w6man! T go to my friend — per- 
haps, for the last time ! Have you not one word to send 
hSm? 

Mr9. H' Yes, I have two requests to make. Often 
when, in exeess of grief, I have despaired of every con- 
solation, I have thought I sbotfld be easier if I mfght be- 
hold my hosbaoA oAceagiAti, adnowledge my injustice to 
him, and take a gentle leave of him for ever. This, tiiere- 
fore, is my first request-^-a conversation fi>r a itst short 
minutes, if he does not quite abhdr the sight of me; My 
teoond request is-^Oh-HBui td see, but to heiir toihe ac- 
oonnt of my peor children. 

Bw. If humanhy abdf^ndihip-oalh afafl, h6 WIK iMt 
for a moment delay- yeuP wishes. 

Conmiess. Heaven be with you ! 

J/rr. H. And my prayers. ^{Birit jBotmi, l» 

Countess. Gome, my friend, come into 'the air, fill lie 
returns with hope and consofatfoa. ' 

Mrs. U. Oh, my heart! how art thou afllicted!' IM^ 
husband ! My little ones I Past joys and Aiiure fears. -^Oh, 
dearest madam, there are monieuts in which we live yean • 

E J 
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Momebtf which steal the roses from the cheek of health, 
and plough deep furrows in the brow of youth. 

Countess, Banish these sad reflections. [Crwses, l.] 
Come, let us walk. The son will set soon ; let iiatare*s 
beauties dissipate anxie^. 

Mrs, H Alas ! Yes, the setting suo is a pro|)er. scene 
for me.^ 

Countess. Never forget a morning will succeed. 

[Baeeunt, l. 

SCENE IL-^TAe Skirfs of ike Psurk, Lodgs^ ^e. as hef&rt. 

Enter Baron^^Vohi Gates. 

Bar, On earth there is but^one such pair. They shall 
not be parted. Yet what I have undertaken is not so easy 
as i at first hoped. What can I answer when he asks me, 
whether I would persuade him to renounce his character, 
and Ix^me the derision of society ? For he is right : a 
faithless wife is a dishonour ! and to forgive her, is to 
share her shame. What though Adelaide may be an 
exception ; a young deluded girl, who has so loug and so 
sincerely repented ; yet what cares an unfeeling world for 
this > The world ! He has quitted it. 'Tis evident he 
loves her still ; and upon this assurance builds my san- 
guine heart the hope of a happy termination to au honest 
enterprise. 

£nter Francis withtwo CftUdren^ William ontf Amelia, r. 

Fra, (r. c.) Come along my pretty ones^-coRie* 

ff^iil. (l1 c.) Is it far to home ? 

Fra. No» we shall be there directly now* 

jDar. (l.) Hold ! Whose children are these ? 

Fro. My master's. 

fflU. Is that my father? 

Bar. It darts like lightning throuij^ my braiu. A word 
with you. [Francis^ pats thevMldrehalUttekadt.] I know, 
VQU love your nMSter. Strange thlnga have^ happeued 
here. Your master has found his wife again. 

Fra. Indeed 1 Olad to hear it. 

Bar, Mrs. Haller-^ 

Fra. Is she his wife ? StiU more glad ta hear it. 

Bar. But he is determined to go from her. 

Fra. Oh ! 

Bar. Wemustlry to prevent It. 

/Vtf. Surely. 



Bar, llie unexpected appeirauco of the children Biaj 
perhaps aimst us. 

/Va. Howso? 

Batt, Hide yourself wHli them in that hot. Before ai 
quarter of an hour is passed you shall know more. 

Bar, No more questions, I entreat you. . lime is pre- 
cious. 

Fra* Well, well : questions are not much in my way. 
Come, children. [Takes them in each,hand» 

fniL Why, I thought you told me I sho&ld see my 
fiither ? 

Fra. So you shall, my dear. Come, moppets. 

[Goes irUo tike Hut with the Children^ L«u. f^ 

Bar. Excellent! I promise myself much from this, little 
artifice. If the mild look of the mother fails, the innocent 
smiles of these his own children will surely find the way to 
his heart [ Taps at the Lodge door ; the Stranger comet out*} 
Charles, 1 wish you joy. 

Stra. Of wliat ? 

JSar. You have found her again 
- Stra. Show a bankrupt the treasure which he ouce pos- 
sessed, and then congratulate him on the amount ! 

Bitr. Why not, if it he in your powei* to retiieve the 
whole ? . ^ 

Stra, I understand yon : you are a negociator from my 
wife. It won't avail. 
^Bar. Learn, to know your wife better. Yes, I am a 
messenger from her ; but without power to treat. She, 
who loves you unutterably, who without you never can 
be happy, renounces your fot^g^iveness ; because, as she 
thinki», your honour is incompatible with such a weak- 
ness. 

Stra. Pshaw I I am not to be caught. 

Bar. Charles I consider well — 

Sira. Steinfort, let me explain all this. I hav^ lived, 
here four months. Adelaide knew it. ' 

Bar. Knew it I She never saw you till to-day. 

Stra, That you may make fools believe. Hear further : 
she knows too, that I am not a common sur^ of man ; that 
my heart is not to be attacked in the usual manner. She, 
therefore, framed a deep-concerted plan. She pjayed a 
charitable part ; but in suqb a way, 4iat it a^rvay^ reached 
my ears. She played a pious, modest, resen'ed part, in 
Order to excite my curiosi^. And, at hist, to-day she plays 
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the prude. She refuses my forgiveness, io hopes, bf this 
generous device, to extort it from my compassion. 

Bar. Charles ! I have listened to you with astonishment. 
This is a weal^ness only to be pardoned in a man who has 
so often been deceived by the world. Your wife has ex- 
pressly and steadfastly declared, that she will not accept 
votkf forgivenessi even if you yourself w6re weak enoagif*' 
to offer it. ^ 

8(ra, Whait then has brought yon blth«*? 

Bar. More than one restiion. First, I am eome In my own 
name, as your friend and comrade, to conjure you solemnly 
not to spurn this creature from you ; for, by my soul, yoit 
will not find her equal. 

Stra. Give yourself no further trouble. 

^ar. Be candid, Charles. You love her stilL 

Sira^ Alas ! yes. 

Bar. Her sincere repentance has long since obliterated 
her crime. ' 

Stra. Sir ! a wife, once induced to forfeit her honour^ 
must be capable of a second crime. 

Bar. Not so, Charles. Ask yonr heart what portloD of 
the blame may be your OMm. 

Stra, Mine? 

Bar. Yours. Who told you to marry a thoughtless 
inexperienced girl ? One scarce expects established prin^ 
ciples at five*and-twenty hi a man, yet you require them 
in a girl of sixteen ! But of this no more. She has erred ; 
she "has repented ; and, during three years, her coifduct^has 
been so far above reproach, that even the piercing eye of 
caliimuy has not discovered a speck upon this radiant orb. 

Slra. Now, were I to believe all this^—and I confess that 
I would willhigly believe it — yet can Bhe never again b^ 
mine. Oh ! what a feast would it be for the painted doIM 
and vermin of the world, when I appe^ed among them 
with my runaway wife upon my arm ! What mocking, 
whispering, pointing I— Never f Never I Never ! 

[Vrotaes, t. 

Bar. Enough ! As a friend I have done my duty : I novr 
appear as Adelaide's ambassador. She requests one mo- 
ment's convei'sation : she wishes once again to see you, 
and never more ! You cahnot deny her thi:i only, this 
last request. ' 

Stra. I understand this too : she thinks my firmnesg 
will be melted by her tears : she is mistalien. She may 
cutue. 



Bar: She will come, to make you feel how much you 
mistake her. I go for her. 

Stra> Another word. 

Bar. Another word ! 

Stm, Give her this paper, and the»e jewels. They be- 
long to her. [PreserUmg them. 

Bar, That you may do yourselt [Exit, 'at Gate, c. 

Stra, The last auxioas moment of my life draws near. 
1 shall see her oiice again ; I shall see her on whom my 
soul doats. Is tliis the language of an injmed husband ? 
What is this principle which we call honour ? Is it a 
feeling of the heart, or a quibble in the brain ? I must be 
resolute: it cannot now be otiierwise. Let me speak 
solemnly, yet mildly ; and beware that Dotting of reproach 
escape my lips* 

JBnter -Countess, Mrs. Hallgr, and Baron, from Gates. 

Yes, her penitence is real, it is real. She shall not be 
obliged to live in mean i^ependf.uce : she shall be mistress of 
herself, she shall — Ha! they come. Awake, insulted 
pride ! ^Protect me, injured honour I 

[Gets Offer to r. of Stage. 

Mrt» H.' [Advances slovely. and in a tremour, l. Countess 
attempts to support her.} Leave me now, I beseech you. 
Baron and Countess retire into the hut, l. u. £. Approaches 
the Stranger, who, with averted countenance and in extreme 
agitation, awaits her address."] My lord ! 

Stra. [fnth gentle tremulous utterance^ and face stiU 
turned away."] What would you with me, Adelaide ? 

Mrs. H. [Much agitated] No— for Heaven's sake! 
I was not prepared for this — ^Adelaide! — No, no. For 
Heaven's sake i^Harsh words alone are suited to a culprit's 
ear. 

Stra. ISndeawntring to give his voice firmness,'] Well, 
madam ! 

' Mrs, If, Oh ! If you will ease my hearty if you will 
spare and pity me, use reproaches. 

Stra. Reproaches ! Here they are ; here on my sallow 
cheek — ^here in my hollow eye— here in my faded form. 
These reproaches I could not spare you. 

Mrs. H. Were I a hardened sinner, this forbearance 
would be charity : but I am a suffering penitent, and it 
overpowers me ! Alas ! then I must be the herald of my 
own shame. For where shall I find peace till I have eased 
my soul by my confession. 
' Stra. No confession, mad&m. { release you fhnn every 
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hamilidtkni. 1 pereteive ywk ftel tMt we must part fbr 
ever. 

Mrs. H. I know it. Nor come I heire to sapplicate yonr 
pardon ; nor has my heart contaiuecl a ray of hope thstt 
you wottid grant ft All I dlire Mk is, that you will not 
corse my memiiry. 
Stra, No, I do not curse yon. I sliall never corse yon; 
Mr9» H» From the (nw&rd conviction iSiat 1 am un- 
worthy of your name, I have, during three years^ abandoned 
it. But this is not enough ; you must have that redress 
which will enable you to chiuse anotber-^auolherwife; in 
whose chaste arms may Heaven phitebt yotte- hours in 
buss! This paper witt be necessary for the ptirpbse; it 
contmns a written acknowledgement of my guilt. 

[OjTers it, irembHng, 
Sfra, {Tearing t/.] . Perish the record for ever ! — ^o, 
Adelaide, you only have possessed my heart ;^ and, I am 
not ashaihed to own it, you alone will reign there for 
ever. — Your own sensations of virtue, yonr resolute honour, 
forbid you to profit by my weakness ; and even If— tiiis is 
beneath a man ! But— never— wUi another fill Adelaide's 
place here. 

Mrt. H. Then nothing now remftlos but- that one sad, 
hard, just word— forewell ! lOoing, l. 

Stra* Stay a moment. Vot some months we have, with- 
out knowing it lived near each other, i have learnt mikfch 
good of you. You faAve' a heart opeta to the wants of yoor 
fellow creatures. I am happy Uiat l€ isr'so. Yiki shall not 
be without llie power of gratifyittg ^yoor' benev«ience. I 
know you have a spirit' that miMit 'Shrink • fH>m a states of 
obUgatioB* This p«per» to which the Whole' reUMMUit of 
rav fortnae is pledged, secures you indepeddetice, Ade- 
l^de ; and let the only recommendation of the gift be^ 
that It wtU adniiiltler to you the meane -of indulging ^lu 
charity, the divine propensity of your nature. 

Mrs, AT. Nev«r 1 To- the labour of my handr alone wl]l 
I owe my sustenance. A morsel of broad,^ moistened with 
the tear of pemteace,.wlU suffice my wishes,. and exceed' 
my merits* It would be an additional reproach, to think 
that I eerved myself^ or even others, from the bounty of 
the man whom I had so deeply injured. 
Sira, Take it, madam ; take it. 
Mrs. If, I have deserved this* But I throw myself upon 
yonr generosity. Have compassion on me ! 

Stra» [j4iiiie,] Villain ! Of what a woman hast thou 
robliedme! — [PuisvpiAe piy^.\ WeU^ madam, * I re- 
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sf)ect yoov aetltiiiMtits, taid wididrawniy rcffaest ; bat on 
conditioii, that if ever yov riiall be id want of any Ibing, 
J may be the first and ont^peraon in the world to whom 
yevt will Make youp application. 

Mrs J Hi I promise it, my lord* 

StKr. And now I may, at least, desire you to take back 
wdtatifaiyonr own-— yotar jewels. • [Qivss her the casket. 

Mrs, ff. [Opens itt»dweeps.\ How well do I reeollect 
the sweet evening when you gave me these I That evening 
my ^ther joined «iiir hlMids; .and joyfully I pronounced 
theoatb of eternal fidelity. — It is -broken* This locket 
you gave me on my birth-day. — ^That was a happy day t 
We Iwd a country feast— How cheerful we all were !— This 
.bracelet I received aliier my William was born !— No ! 
Take them — ^take ihem — [- eaanot take lihese, unless you 
wish that die sight of them should be ai) incessant reproach 
to my almost broken heart. [ Ghes them back, 

Stra» I must go. My soul and pride will bold no longer. 
FbseweU. 

Mrs. H, Oh ! But one minute morel -An answer to. but 
one iuore question.— Feel for a mother's heart! — Are my 
children still alive ? 

Stra, Yes, they ar^ alive. 

Mrs, H, And well ? 

Stra, Yes, they are well. 

Mrs, H, Heaven be praised ! William must be much 
grown ? 

Stra, I believe 8o» 

Mrs, H, What ! Have you not seen them then ? — ^And 
little Amelia, is she still your favourite? \The Stranger ^ 
teho is im tnoleni agitatkm throughout this scene, remains in 
silent contention between honour andqfection,} Ok ! gene- 
rous man, allow mie to behold them onee again 1—- Let me 
once more kiss the features of their father in his babes, 
and I will kneel to you, and part with them for ever. 

[She kneels-^he raised her, 

Stra. WilUngly, Adelaide ! Tiiis very night. I expect 
the children every minute. Thfy have been brought up 
near this spot I have already seut my servant fbr them. 
He might, ere this time, have returned. I pledge my word 
to send them to the Castie as soon as they errive. There, 
if you please, they may remain 'till day-break to-morrow : 
then they must go with me> 

[The Countess and Baron, iiauing re-entered and listened 
tp the whole conversation tsith the warmest sympathy, 
ejeehange signals. Baron ^oes into the Hut, and soon 
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rettmii wUh Ihe Cl&ldrfm. He gkta tk§ Ohrl to iAs 
Cotmtesft who place* hen^f behindihe Stranger, He 
himself leaikt wUh the Boy behind Mre, Hatler. 
Mr$, H, In this world then — ^We have no mbre to 

Hay [Seizing his hand^]' Forget a wretch, who never 

will forget you.— Let me press this hand once more, to my 
lips — this band which once was mine. — And when my 
p^nanoc shall have brolcen my heart^-^when wo again meet 
in a better world— — 
Sira. There, Adelaide, yoa may be mine again. 

Sr*tf.}0h!0h! IPartbif. 

[But, as they are going, she encounters the Boy, and 

he the GirL 
Children. Dear father ! Dear mother ! 
[They press the Children in their arms with tpeechless 
q^ection; then tear themselves away—^ze at each 
other — spread their arms, and rush . into an embrace. 
The Children run and cling round their parents* 7%€ 
Curittin/alk. 



DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 



CouNTBSs. Baron. 

Amelia. Stranoisb* Mjis. HALLOit. Wiluam* 



I^HE END. 
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Snarl. Thtre, now, Kt'i riDcyInf hlisKlC a liilor, 



THE VILLAGE LAWYER ; 

A FARCE, 

In CiDO A(t0. 



P&IKTED FEOM THE ACTING GOPT, WITH REMARKS, 
BIOOBAPHICAL AND CBITICAL. 



To whicb are added, 

A DXBCBIPTION OF THE 0O8TUMS, CAST OF THS CHARACTERS 

BXITS AND SNTRANCBSj— BSLATITE POSITIONS OF THS FBR- 
FOBMBBS OH TBB STAOB, — ^AND THB WHOLB OF TBB STAOB 

BVSUTBSS, 

As now Performed at the 

THEATRES-ROYAL, LONDON. 



EMBELLISHED WITH A FINE WOOD ENOBAVING, 

By Mr. Bonnbb, fhnn a Drawing taken in the Theatre by Mr. 

R Cruikshank. 



LONDON: ' 
JOHN CUMBERLAND, 19, LUOGATE HILL. 



REMARKS. 



The *' Village Lawyer" is taken from a rery old French 
I j:c farce, in which ^Pfiff/ia (the Scout of the French stage) 
■^\ promises to treat his friend the woollen draper with a goose 
fjx of his wife's own roasting, when, in fact, he had not 
^ _^ wherewithal to buy one. 'iie original farce is alluded to 
^ by Rabelais — for Panurge to let Hippothadem know that 
he was in good earnest when he promises to regale him 
^ with a roasted googe, tells him before-hand, '* that Ms wife 
1^3 «hall not roast it," meaning that it shall not fare with his 
^^ goose as it did with Patelin*s* The piece is also the more 
^ curious, from the lYialScetie liaving given rise to the well- 
known French saying, when a man is tedious dr desultory 
in telling a story — ** But to return to our sheep !" 

The farce in its English dress is very whimsical. The 
old proverb, '* Necessity is the mother of invention," ne- 
ver found a better illustration than in Scoufs expedient to 
get a coat. His worn-out suit of black — his rusty gown 
and band — the large hole — and his caution to Mrs. Scout, 
not to break the china basin on the window, — ^are truly 
laughable and dramatic, — ^to say nothing of the recapitula- 
tion of bis grievances, ** Not a single job have I got since I 
have been down !— not a broken head ! — not a quarrel for 
one to get a penny by!'* — wound up by that climax of his 
misfortunes—*' There has not been a bastard bom since 
we've been here !" These perplexities tell admirably well 
in representation ; indeed, it is only on the stage that the 
merits of the '* V^illage Lawyer" will be duly appreciated. 
What in farce, for instance, ever produced a droller effect, 
than the assumption of madness by Scout, (when Bannister 
played tiie character) to get rid of Snarl T Or the Trial 
Scene, when Parsons was the Skeepface f By the byc» MaS' 
Ut Skeepface is a special original. If the lawyer is too much 
for the woollen draper, the sheep-stealer proves too much 
for the lawyer. What a blessing would it be if every client 
could discharge his attorney's bill in like manner with Mxts-- 
ter Skeepface! Mark tiie ruiivet^ with which he palls to 
^ind his first acquaintance with Scout, '< He stood my 
fViend before — from being — (what, in the name of wonder ?) 
'•^hanged at York !" And, in truth, for a mere bagatelle— 
** only for mending the complexion of a bald-fac'd horse.' 
Then he does "a Uttle business on his own account," and 
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hinders his master's sheep fi'om '* dyhig of the rot/' by 
the most ingenious contrivance imaginable, ** he «!uts their 
throats before it comes to them !" How simple and con- 
cise is his narrative : *' Being married" the preceding night, 
and having ** a little leisure" on his hands, he goes to the 
»shcep-pen, and as he was *' musing," out he takes ^'his 
linife,*' and happening, ** by mere accident," to put it under 
the throat of one of the fattest wethers, it so fell out, (un- 
accountably enough !) that he hadn't been there long, be- 
fore the wether died. What pleader ever told a better tale ? 
It seems to have become a dramatic rule to make rogues 
Yorkshiremen, Sheep/ace is ** Yorlj,"'to all intents and 
purposes. So is Hempseed, in Colman's farce of X Y Z ; and 
Mortoa has presented us with a reformed Yorkshire rogue, 
in his celebrated Hobert Tyke, The plot of the "Village 
Lawyer" is extremely simple ; the incidents, though few, 
81'e well contrived, and comical ; and the denouement pro- 
duces that never-faiiiug accompaniment, a Wedding \ — 
Comedy and Farce claim their prescriptive right to end in 
a Church, — and Tragedy in a Church- yard. 

It is not exac^y known who is the author of the '' Village 
Lawyer;" it has been attributed to a dissenting minister io 
Dublin, who concealed his name (a very prudent precau- 
tion !) on account of his situation. It has, al«o, with more 
probability, been ascribed to Mr. Macready, the father of 
the present popular tragedian* When presented to Mr. 
Colman, he had so Indifferent an opinion of it, that he only 
ventured St on a benefit night. The admirable acting of 
Mr. fiannister carried it through with complete success, and 
it hasjever since been a favourite entertainment with the 
public^ Those who have the oiiginal Scout and Sheep/ace 
in their remembrance, will require more talent than is 
now exhibited, to reconcile them to any other representa- 
tives. Sheep/ace was one of the late Mr. Emery's great 
parts ; and, like every other performance of that highly 
gifted actor, it was one of tlie most consummate skill :.— Mr. 
Emery's conception of a character was only equalled by his 
powerful delineation of it. 

It would be ui^ust to withhold from Mr. John ^eeve a 
due share of approbation for his lively and whimsical por- 
trait ot the Village Lawyer. Scout may still find an ade- 
quate representative on the stage. Sheep/ace, for the pre- 
sent, is altogetlicr lost to it. 
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<Bo»tum^. 



SCOtJT — Shabby suit of black, Uack stoekings, shoes, ^e. 

SNARL.— Old man's brown suit, striped stockings, shoes and 
buckles, and thiee-ooraered hat 

SHEEPFACE.— Countryman's short coat, leather or yellow 
breeches, blue stockings, flowered waistcoat, coloured handkerchief, 
shoes, and red wig. 

JUSTICE MITTIMUS^BUwk auit, with Justice's black gown, 
threetcomerfedhat, long curled powdered wig, shoes and buckles, and 
ruffles. 

CHARLES.— filtte.ooRt,whltew«!stooat and trowserf, 
CONSTABLES.—Oountrymeii's ndts. 
CLERK.^Black suit 

Mrs: scout.— Shabby-genteel silk dress, cap, dec 
KATE.— Madge^s dress, ("Love In aYillage.") 
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Cast of the Characters as performed at the Theatre Royal 

Haytnarket, 1826. 

^*»«'*-- Mr: J. Reeve. 

^''"'•' • V Mr. Williams. 

Justice Mittimus Mr. Lee. 

^•^S/itce Mr. Wilkinson. 

C^^9* • Mr, Cooke. 

JusHe^tChrJc Mr.C. Jones. 

MruScoui Mrs. KendaD. 

«»<» • MissWood. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS, 

The Condactore of thU work print no Plays bat those which they 
baye seen acted. Hie Stage Directions are given from their own 
personal observations, during the most recent performances. ' 

EXITS, and ENTRANCES. 

£L means Blzht ; L. Left ; D. F. Door in Flat ; R. D. lUght 
Door; L. D. Left Doors S. E. Second Entrances U. £. Upper 
Entrance ; M • D. Middle Door, 

RELATIVE POSITIONS/ 

R. means Bight s L. L^s C. Centre ; R. C. Bight ^ Centre t 
1m C. L^ (if Centre. 

R. RG. C. I«C% I* 

*•* Tike Beader is tuppoted toheontke Stage, facing the Audience, 



THE VILLAGE LAWYER. 



ACT I. 

SCENE l.^"^ Room in Scout's Hou9€. 

[fFUfumtf] Mr. and Mrs. Scout, r. 

Mrs, Scout. I tell you it shall be 

Scout, Nay! nay ! but, my dean now! 

Mrs, Scout, It does not signify talking— I must and will 

have it so. 

Scout, But think, my dear, how ridiculous — 

Mrs* Scout, I don't care — I'm resolv'd^IH no longer be 

the laughing-stock of the whole country ; do you imagine 
I'll ^1 J -^ 

Enter Mr. Scout, Mrs. Scovt /bllowing, r. 

Scout, Nay ! but my dear sweet love, th^t indefatigable 
tongue of yours would out-talk any lawyer in the kingdom ; 
I can talk, sometimes, pretty well myself, but I stand no 
chance with yoi].-^Why you would out- din the whole bar 
Itself, that the' a lawyer 

Mrs, Scout* (r.) iSneering,'] A lawyer ! No one^ to see you 
in tills trim, would imagine you had ever carried on any 
body's suit but your own. Had you a grain of spirit left, 
you migh t — ■ 

Scout, (l.) Spirit I Nay, nay, wife, don't complun of my 
want of spirit* Was it not my spirit that drove me Arom 
the capital, and made me bury my talents in obscurity ? 
Have not I attended all the harangues of the courts with 
only a little whizzing on one side, and a deafness on tite 
other ^ And have not I convinced you I had too much spi- 
rit on a certain occasion ?-< — iCrosses, r.] 

Mrs, Scout, Very line, indeed. — And so. you make a me- 
rit of your blunders. 

Scout' (r.) Blunders, indeed ! I think I made a blunder 
in coming here. — Not a single job have I got since 1 have 
been down : not a broken bead, nor a quarrel for one to 
get a penny by ; there has not been a bastard born since 
we've been here l-^Aud, damn me. U I dqn't think the 
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very cattle keep out of the pound, on purpose to spite me ! 
Now, if one could put on the appearance of busiuess, the 
reality will follow of course, and perhaps something may 
turn out .• 

Mrs, Scout* (l.) Yes, and, in the mean time, your poor 
wife may starve, and your daughter lose the opportunity of 
settling herself handsomely, with one of the young men 
that pay their addresses to her,-^which the ahabbiness of 
your appearance has frightened away. 

Scout Why, to be sure, I am shabby enough, of all con- 
science, and cannot, with any proprie^, make my appear- 
ance in public : — Let me see — I hAve it $ Fll go and pur- 
chase a suit of clothes directly. [Crostet, l. 

Mrs* Scout, (r.) Purchase a suit of clothes, without a 
shilling in your pocket ? 

Scout, (l.) O, my dear, that's nothing at all : most of the 
fashionable suits in London are purchased that way. .Let 
me see— what colour shall I chuse ? Shall It be a brown — 
a grey— a bat's wing— or 

Mrs. Scout. Oh I never mind th.e colour, so you can 
only find somebody fool enough to let you have the cloth. 

Scout. O, I'll warrant you. Let me see, now — there's 
neighbour Snarl, that lives over the way; he keeps a large 
assortment of colours : Til hum him out of a suit 

Mrs. Scout. Mr. Snarl ! — ^Take care what you do there, 
husband ; his son, Charles, is in love with our Harriet, 
and would have married her before now, but for fear of 
his father's anger.— I would not for the world disappoint 
the girl's hopes. 

Scout, Well ! well ! step in and bring my gown and 
band — it will, at least, make me have a better apiiearance, 
[Earit Mrs. Scout, r.] by hiding tnese damned rags of 
raine.-^Come, wife, make haste. — ^Take care you don't 
break the Chiua basin on the window. — Come, what a 
long time you are. 

Re-enter Mrs. Scout, with the gown and band. 

Mrs. Scout. Why« I brought it as soon as I could. 

Scout. Come, help me on with it ;— take care what you 
are about. See what a large hole here is. You sit all day 
with your hands before you ; and I think you might have 
mended it. 

3frs. Scout, ril mend it when you come back. 

Scout. Tliere— there — ^now I shall do verv well I And 
let me tell you, wife, I am not the only ^one that make use 
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of a gown to hide things that are not tit to be seen. 

[Exit, L ; Mrs, Scout, r. 

SCENE IT.^Snarl's Shop* A Counter, several pieces of 
Cloth, Flannel, Baize,, i^c, A yards Iron-grey broadcloth, 
Tailor*s Pattern book. Shears, Yard-Measure. Table, R. 
A Chair, R. Side of Counter,. Shop stool, l. * 

ErUer Snarl, and Charx£s foUounng, l. 2nd e. 

Snarl, Charled, have you been looking out for another 
shei^erd, as I told you ? 

Charles, (l.) No, sir, 1 think you have got a very good 
one. 

Snarl, (r.) No such thiog-^I tell you that Sheepface is a 
rogue : here he has lived with me only a fortnight, and 
here are missing fourteen of my best wethers. 

Charles. Consider, sir, what havock such a disorder 
makes in a little time. 

' Snarl, Yes, yes, I have considered, — and I know pretty 
well by this time. ! have long suspected him—and last 
night I caught him in the very fact, killing one of my fat- 
test wethers ; and I am determined to have him up before 
Justice Mittimus this day; — ^but reach me my book, and 
let me look over the account of my stock, — ^perhaps there 
may be more missing. 

Charles, There it is, sir, [gives an account boohA 

Snarl. [Sits down."] And if neighbour Gripe calls, tell 
him I want to see him about this rascal Sheepface. Let 
me see — twelve-times ten is- 

Charles if going and meets Sheepface, who enters, l. 

Charles. Sheepface, — my father has discovered all ; do 
the best you can ; beware of saying too much. [Ejptt, l. 

Sheep, (l.) Save you, good master Snarl. 

Snarl, (r.) [Crosses, l.] What! you rascal ! are you here ? 
How dare you appear before me, after the trick you have 
play'd me ? 

Sheep. Only to tell you, I've been with neighbour Gripe, 
the constable, who has been speaking to me about sheep- 
stealing, J.ustice Mittimus, your honour, and a power of 
things ; so I said to myself, as how 1 would not make it a 
secret any lapger with your worship. 

Snarl. Wby» fellow, this affected simplicity won*t sei've 
your purpose. Did not 1 catch you, last night, billing one 
of my fattest wethers ? 

Sheep. Only to keep it from dying, by my feckins . 
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SnarL To keep it from dying ! — 

SAeep. Of the rot, an* please your sweet worship. — It's 
a way I learut of our doctor, iu the parish : he cures most 
of his patients the same way. 

Snarl, The doctor, ha ! The doctors have a licence to kill 
from the college ; but you have none, I believe. Why, 
there was not such a breed, in all the kingdom, for Spanish 
wool! 

Sheep. Please your worship, satisfy yoarself with the 
blows you gave me, and make matters up, if it be your wor- 
ship*s good will and pleasure. 

Snari. But 'tis not my good will and pleasure : my good 
will and pleasure is to see you hanged, you rascal. 

Sheep. Oh ! no ; don't hang me ! Consider, that would 
be the death of me ! Besides, your worship, I was only 
married yesterday : — leave me alone for a week or two, and 
who knows, but, by that time, I may save your worship the 
trouble. 

Snarl, No, no, the gallows will be tiie best way, at first, 
and every bit as sure. 

Sheep. Heaven give you the luck of it, good master 
Snarl. Since it must be so, I must go seek a lawyer, I 
find, or might will prevail over right. lEaii Sheep face ^ l. 

Snarl Six times twelve is seventy-two — iSbsX is right : 
then nine Umes seven is-^^-— 

Enter Scout, l. 

Scout. Egad; I have nick'd it nicely I— This was very 
lucky, to catch him alone. That seems to be a pretty piece 
of cloth, and will just suit me. Good morning to you M r. 
Suarl. 

Snarl. O ! what ! neighbour Oripe ! walk in. 

Scoui. Tl.) No, it's I, your neighbour Scout. 

Snarl, (a.) I am my neighbour Scout^s most obedient ; — 
but I have no business with him at present, that I know of. 

Sccut. [Aside,'\ Til make you tell a different story pre- 
sently, or I am much mistaken. — I called to settle a little 
account 

Snarl. I have no account to settle with any body. 

Scout* There's a small balance of fifty pounds 

Snarl. I know nothing at all about it; I don't owe any 
man a farthing in the world. 

Scoti$» I wish I could say as much for myself, [aside.] 
Wby> sir, looking over my father's accounts, I see he 
stands indebted to you fifty pounds ; and I, a^ an honest 
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man, am come to pay it. 

Snari. [Tuming rotmd, rises, and shakes htm by tha 
hand.] How do jovl do, Deighbour Scout ? How do you do ? 
I'm glad to seeyoa! 

Scout. Very well, I thank yoU, sir. How do you do ? 

Snarl, I think you live iu our nllage here. 

Scout, Yes, sir, I do. 

Snarl Pray, be seated. 

Scout, By no means ;~I fear 1 disturb you. 

Snarl. Oh ! no, hot at all ; pray sit down. — I insist upon 
it. 

Scout. Ah ! sir, if every body was of my principle, I 
should be a deal richer than I am ; I cadnot bezx to be in 
any body's debt 

Snarl. Why, egad! the generality of people bear it 7er> 
well. 

Scout. Very true, sir, very true : when would you like to 
receive this money ? for I'm impatient to pay every body. 

Snarl, Why, when you please»-No time like the time 
present 

Scout. Very true ; I have it told out' at home ; but as I 
only hold my father's effects in trust for my daughter 
Hairiet, for form sake, you know it will be proper to have 
some of the other guardians present at the time of pay- 
ment. ^ 

Snarl. Very true ; it.is so, indeed ! — ^Well, as soon as you 
please. 

Scout, What do you think' of three o'doclc 'his after- 
noon ? 

Snarl. A vei-y good time. 

Scout. And, egad f it happens very lucky — Pve cot a 
very fine goose, sent me by a client from Norfolk, and you 
shall come atfd dine with me : — are you fond of goolle ? 

Snarl, Very. It's my favourite dish. 

Scout. That's very lucky. Don't forget to come, 
think you do a deal of business here, more than all the 
rest of the trade around the country. 

Snarl. Pretty well; I can't complain. 

Scout. And Mrs Scout will dress the goose by a valuable 
receipt left her by her great uncle. Alderman Dumpling. 
Do you like sage and onion ? 

Snarl, Veiy much, indeed. 

Scout, You shall have it so. Why, yott have such an 
engaging way with you, that people take more pleasure in 
pa^bg you money, t^an in receivmg it from other people* 
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Snarl Ab, sir, you flatter me 1 

Scout. Not at ail. Egad I now I recollect, I promised 
Mr9. Scout you dhould have my custom ^ and I doa't care 
if I take a coat, to begin with. 

Snarl, Pray, sir, look over my patterns : here's a variety 
of colours. 

Scout, This seems to be a pretty piece of cloth. 

[Feeling the cloth that liei on the counter. 

Snarl, Very fine, and good ! It is iron grey. 

Scout, Don't you remember our going to school. 

SnarL What ! along with Old Iron Fist. 

Scout. The same. — You was reckoned Uie prettiest boy 
in the whole school. 

Snarl, Yes ; my mother said 1 alwi^ys was a pretty boy. 

Scout. This cloth seems very smooth and fine. 

Snarl. Right Spanish wool, I assure you ! Let me send 
your quantity to your house. 

Scout, Stop ! stop 1 Pay as you go, pay as you go ; that 
is always my maxim. 

Snarl. And, egad, a very good maxim 'tis ! I wish all my 
customers made use of t)ie same. 

Scoui, Don't you remember the tricks you used to play 
the curate. 

Snarl. Yes, very weU. 

Scout, Ay, yon was always full of mischief. — ^What is 
this cloth a yard ? 

Snarl, Why, to any "body else it should be nineteen 
shillings and sixpence ; but-^ 

Scout. Now you are going to favour me. 

Snarl. No, I am not; only as you are a particular friend, 
I won't charge you but nineteen: and, luckily, here is just 
your quantity cut off. 

Scout, lliat is lucky : I'll take it home with me. 

Snarl, By no means: — ^My boy — 

Scout. Why would you take the poor boy from his work ? 
I don't mind carrying it myself. 

Snarl, But let me measure it; perhaps there may be 
some mistake. 

Scout. No mistake': d'ye think I doubt youi* word ? 

Snarl, But the price ? 

Scout. Never mind that : I leave it entirely to you. Well, 
good morning : don't forget the goose : you'll be sure to be 
tliere time enough to dine, before you receive your money. 
Good morning- don't forget. [Ejfit, l. 

Snarl. Damme, but he has carried off my cloth — ^bat 
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he'll pay. O yes, he'll pay : for he must be a very honest 
nao, or he never would have told ine of the fifty pounds, 
and in^te me to dine off the goose into the bargain. X am 
sorry I cheated him in the cloth« But no matter: it is 
the way I got all my money. [Eaitf R. 

SCENE III.— -.^ fTood. Cottage m b. 
Enter Kate and HHEznACiE, l. 

Kaie* If you wants a lawyer to get you fairly out of a 
scrape, my master's the man for your money, Sheepface. 

SAeep,^{L.) I remember he stood my friend before — from 
being hang'd at York ! And, would you believe it, only for 
JDending the complexion of a bald-fac*d horse ; and, i 
don't know how it was, I have such a ti'cacherous memory ; 
but — ^somehow or other — I forgot to pay him. 

Kate, (r.) O, never mind, he won't remember that ; but 
be careful not to tell him your master's name. I know 
he would ijiot be concerned against Mr. Snarl for the 
world ! 

Sheep, (l.) No, no : III only tell him 'tis my master^ 
and he'll think I mean th6 rich former t lived with 
formerly. 

Kate, (r.) Well, well, that will do ; but here he comes t 
I'll go in. [Ed'it a. into Cottage^ 

Enter ScouT, L. 

Scout. Egad, I think I have made a good morning's 
work ! This doth will enable me to make a geuteel appear- 
ance : — But who have we got here ? sure i should know that 
face. Hark ye, sir, did'ut I save you and your brother from 
being hang'd, some time ago, at York ? 

Sheep. (R.)Yes. 

Scout, (l.) And, by the same rule, I think one of you 
forgot to pay me. 

Sheep, 'ITiat was brother. 

Scout. One of you got clear off, and the other died, soon, 
after, in prison. 

Sheep. That was not I. 

Scout. No, no, I see it was not. 

Sheep. For all that I was sicker than my brother ; — but 
f am come to ask your worship to stand my friend agaln»t 
a — ^his worship, my master. 

Scout. What! the rich farmer here, that lives in the 
neighbour liood ? 

c2 



iSA«^. Yes, yes-— he Vive^ in the oelghboiirhoody sniie 
enough ; — and if you will stand my friend, you shsUl be 
.paid to your heart's content. 

Scout, Aye ! now you speak tothe purpose:— come^yoQ 
must tell me how it was. 

Sheep, Why, you must know, my master gives me but 
small wages — very small wages indeed I so I thought I 
might Xis well do a little business on my own account, and 
so make myself amends without any damage to him, with 
aq honest neighbour of mine^ little bit of a butcher by 
trade. 

Scout. Well, but whatbuaioess cau you have to do with 
him? 

Sheep. Why, saving you? worship's presence,-^! l^inders 
the sheep from dying of the rot. 

Scout. Ah I — ^bow do you contrive that ? 

Sheqf. I cuts their tiiroats before it comes to them* 

Scout. What I I suppose, tiien, your master thinks you 
kill his sheep for the sake of selling their carcases ? 

Sheep. Yes ; and I cannot beat it out of his head for the 
lipul of me. 

Scout* Well, then, you must tell me aU the particulars 
about it. Relate every circumstance, and don't hide a 
sin gle item. 

Sheep, Why, then sir, you must know, that, last night, 
as 1 was going down, — (must 1 tell the truth ?) i 

Seout, Yes, yes ; you must tell the truth here, or we 
^all not be able to lie to the purpose any where else. 

Sheep. Well, then, last night, after I was married, 
having a little leisure time upon my hands, I goes down 
to our penn ; and, as 1 was musing on J don't know what, 
out 1 takes my knife, and happening by mere accident, saving 
your worship's presence, to put it under the throat of one 
of the fattest wethers — I don't know bow it came about, 
but I had not been long there, before the wether died* and 
all of a sudden, as a body may say. 

Scout. What! and somebody was « looking on all the 
while ? 

Sheep, Yes, master, from behind the hedge< and would 
have it, it died all along with me ; and so, as you see, he 
laid such a shower of blows on me, that it kept the bride 
out of temper all night ; but I hope your worship will 
stand my friend, and not let me lose the fruits of my hooest 
labours— all at once. 

Scout. Why, there arc two ways of settling this busi* 
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Dess ; and one is, I thiuk, to be done without putting you 
.-to any expense. 

Sheep, Let* 8 try that first, by all means. 

Scout, You have scraped up something in your master's 
■service. 

Sheep* I have been up late and early for it, sir. 

Scout, I suppose you have taken care to have your savings 
all in hard cash. *" 

Sheq>, Yes, sir. 

Scout. Weil, then, when yon go home, take it and hide 
it in the safest place you can find. 

Sfieep. Yes, sir, that 111 do. 

Scout, rU take care your master shall pay all costs and 
•charges. 

Sheep, Aye, so he ought : he can afibrd it 
- Scout, It shall be noting out of your pocliet 

Sheep, Tliat's just as I would have it. 

Scout,' He'll have all the trouble and expense of bring- 
ing you to trial, and, after that^ have tlie pleasure of seeing 
you hang'd. 

Slieep* Let*s take the other way. 

ScouU Well, let me see : I suppose he'll take out a war« 
rant against you, and have you taken before Justice 
Mittimus. 

Sheq^, So T understand. 

Scout, I think the Justice's credulity is easily imposed 
on ; so, when you are ordered before him, I'll attend ; and 
to all the questions that you are asked, answer nothiiig, 
but imitate the voice of the lambs, when they bleat aiter the 
ewes. You can speak that dialect. 

Sheep, It's my mother tongue. 

Scout, But, if I bring you clear off, I expect to be very 
well paid for this. 

Sheep, So you shall ; I'll pay you to your heart's con* 
ent 

Scout, Be sure you answer nothing but baa ! 

Sheep, Baa! 

Scout, Aye i that will do very well : be sure yon stick 
to that. 

Sheep. Yes, your worship, never fear I. What trouble 
a body has to keep one's own in this world. 

[JExeuni Sheep/ace, l. Scout into Cottage ^ r. 

Enter Snarl, l. 

SiMxrl Aye, aye \ that's my neighbour Scout's house r h6 

c3 
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it jiist coise hame, to ^ire orders about the dinner, I war** 
raat—^Egady I think, I shall make a good day'9 work : 
what, with the fifty pouoda his father owed mine, whichy 
by the bye, I know Dotbing at all about, and the money 
for the cloth, and the goose that is to be dressed by a 
famous receipt ef Alderman DumpUng^s— £gad, I be- 
lieve they are dressiug. it now — I'll in, and see what is 
going forward. [Ejni, Mo Cottage ■• 

SCENE W.—A room in Sctmf* Howe. An old Cwch r. 

an easy Chair centre,'^ Tabte, toUh Baeme, fyc. l. 

Scout and Mrs. Scout, discovered. 

Scout, Wife, wife — come along^— I think I hear Snarl 
at the door : come to your place, and mind your cue. 

{^Sits down. 
Mrs* S, Never fear me — I warrant I shall make an excel 
lent nurse. 

Enter Snarl, l. 

SnarU Where is my friend, Mr. Scout ? — Is the goose a 
dressing ? 

Scout. Wi^, wife— here comes the Doctor— 'he bnngs 
me the cooling mixture^— the cooking mixture { 

SnarU (l.) The cooling mixture ! 

Mrs. S, Oh, sir ! I hope you have brought sonetbing 
for my poor busbaud ; he has beea confined to hn room, 
and has «ot been out this fortnight 1 

Snarl. Not out of his room this fortnight ! 

Mrs. S. No, sir ; this day fortnight, of all the good days 
in l^e year, he was seized with a lunacy fit, and has not 
been out of doors since 1 

SnarL Why, woman I What are you talking about ?— 
Why, he came to my shop this morning, and, by the same 
token, be bought four yards of iron grey cloth, aud I am 
come for my money. 

Mrs. S. This morning ! 

SnarL This morning ; and invited me to dine with him 
to-day off a goose, and to receive fifty pounds which his 
father owed mine—- 1*11 speak to him. [Crosses , c] How do 
you do, good Mr. Scout ? 

Scout. Oh how d*ye do, good Mr. Drench ? 

SnarL Good Mr. Drench * 

Mrs. 5. He takes you for the doctor, Mr. Drench. 

Scout, Wife, wife,— keep the doctor from me, and a fig 
fiir iktt disoase. 
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iWr>. 5. For heaven's sake, sir, if you can't relieve him, 
don't torment him. 

Snari* liold your tongue, woman'. T want my cloth or 
iny money. Mr. Scout I Mr. Scout ! 

Scout. TSee ! see ! see I — There is three^nice butterffies ; 
there they fly ; there they fly I they fly! [Jumps after th&ni,\ 
with bat wings — I've catch'd them — I have them — I have 
them— Tally-ho, tally-ho,— Oh ! oh ! ,oli ! 

[Falls in the chatr. 

Snarl. Butterflies . — Dam'me if I can see any. I wish 
to see my cloth. 

Scmit. [Jumps on tlte cAaiV.] My Lord, and Gentlemen 
of the Jury, my Client, Sir Hugh Witherington, charges 
the Defendant, Mr. Mungummei7, that is, moreover, never- 
theless, as shall appear, as— [5pi7« at A»m.] — \Jumpsdovm 
and dances.] Dol derol, de lol ! Oh ! oh! oh ! — 

[Jumps cross-legged on the chatr* 

Snarl. There now, he's fancying himself a tailor, and at 
work upon my cloth. 

Mn, Sc(mt. Do, ptvy, bh*, leave faioi, and don't torment 
him. 

Snarl. I won't leave him without my money. See, he is 
getting better : I'll speak to liim again. How do you do, 
neighbour Scout ? 

Scout. How d'ye do, Mr. Snarl ? I am glad to see you ; I 
hope you are very well ? My dear, here is Mr. Snarl come 
to see us. ^ 

Snarl. There ! there ! there ! he knows me : heknows me. 

^cout. Oh, Mr. Snarl, I beg a thousand pardons ; I con- 
fess 1 have been very unkind : but I hope you'll excuse me 
coming to see you. I have never called on you since I came 
to live in this part of the country. 

Snarl. Never called on me! Oh, the devil, 1 shall never 
get my cloth again. Why, man , you called on me this morn- 
ing, and bought four yards of iron grey cloth, and I am 
come for my money. Besides fifty pounds your father 
owed mine. Aye, you may shake yom* head ; but dam'me, 
if I go out of tlie house without ft. 

ScoiU. Say you so? Then 1*11 try something ti&t. 
[Aside.] Wife ! wife ! wife ! get up—softly ! softly ! get 
up ! Don't lie snoring there : there's thieves in the house. 
No, na; isecond thoughts are best; be still while I fetch 
my gun and shoot diem. Cover yourself up close; I'll 
shoot them ! shoot them ! shoot them ! [Edeit-^ H. 

Snarl. Thieves in the housc> did he say ? Egad, w!to 
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knows but, in liis mad trkks, he may slioot me for a thief? 
rJl get out of liis way, and not stay with a madman. 

Enter ScouT> R. wit A a birch broom, and presents it at him. 

Boh ! IEjpU Snarl, l. 

Scout, Victoria! Victoria! — Huzza. 

[Exeunt Mr, and Mrs, Scout, a. 

END or ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Justices Office. — A covered arm chair/or 
Mittimus, raised on two steps in c, Table, with pens, 
ink, and paper, books, Sec, Stool /or Clerk, and chair 
'Jbr Scout, B. at table* 

Justice Mittimus discovered HtHtig, Clerks, ^e. 

Just. So, the Court being assembled, the parties may 
appear. 

Enter Snarl, l.. Scout and Sheepface, with CoNSTA* 

bles, ^c. r. 

Where is your lawyer, neighbour Snarl ? 

Snarl, (l,) I am my own lawyer, I shall employ nobody : 
that wouia cost more money. 

Scout, (r.) Why, how now, you rascal, have you im- 
posed upon me? What's the meaning of all this ? Is that 
the PlaintiflF? 

Sheep, (k.) [Aside to Scout."] Yes, thafs his honour, my 
good master 

Scout. O, the devil ! Wliat shall I do ? I must stay and 
brazen it out! If 1 sneaic out of Court it will cause suspi- 
cion. [Asidek 

Just. Come, neighbour Snarl, begin. 

Snarl. Well then, that thief, there— 

Just. No abuse !--I^o abuse ! 

Snarl, Well then, I say, that rascal, my shepherd — No,— 
do my eyes deceive «ne ? — Sure that is — ^yes — it must boi 
he ; — if 1 had not left him very bad, I could have sworn- 
yes, yes, 'tis him — and that other rascal came to my shop 
and bought— No, no— I don't mean so ;-*-that rascal there 
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jias killed fourteen of my fattest weth^rs^-^What answer 
do you make to that ? 

Scout. ^ I deuy the fact. 

iSftaWf What is bfecpme of theui, tbeu ? 

Scout, They did die of the rot. 

SnarL 'Tis hkn — bis voice too - 

Just, What proof have you got ? 

: SnarU Why, this . morning, be came to my house — No, 
no, — I mean, I went down last night to the penns, having 
long suspected him— 'tis he 1 'tis he ! — and he began a 
long story about fifty pounds. — No, no^ I don't mean that — 
^nd there i caught him in the very feet. 

Scout* That ^emsdns to be proved. 

Snarh Yes, I will swear it is the very man. 

Juit, Why, this is the .very inaii ; Vut is it certain 
that your wethers died of the rot ? What answer do you 
make to that ? 

Snarl. Why, I tell you, he came this very morning, and, 
after talking some time* viakes no more to do than carries 
off four yards of it. 

Just. Four yards of your wethers ? 

Snarl. No, no, four yards of my cloth ; I mean that 
other thief — that other, there. 

Juati What other ? Wliat other, neighbour Snarl ? 

ScQ^t. Why, he's mad, an' please jFOur worship. 

Just. Truly, I think to too ; — hark'ye, neighbour Snarl, 
not all the justices in the county — ^no, nor their cl«rk8 
either, can make any thing of your evidence. Stick to 
your wethers ! — Stick to your wethers, or I must release 
the prisoner ; bat, however, I believe it will be the short- 
est way to examine him myself ;— come here, my good 
fellow, [Sheep/ace crosses to Jtutice.} hold up your head, 
don't be frightened, tell me your name. 

Sheep. Baa! 

Snarl. It is a lie ! — It is a lie !— His name is Sheepface. 

Just. Well, well, Sheepface or Baa, no matter for the 
name. Did Mr. Snarl give you in char^ fourscore sheep, 
Sheepface I 

Sheep. Baa! 

Just. I say, did Mr. Snarl catch you in the nighty killing 
one of his fattest wethers ? 

Sheep. Baa ! 

Just. What doe» he mean by Baa ? 

Scout. Please your worship, the blows he gave this poor 
fellow on the head have so affected his senses be can say 
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uothiog else $ be is to be trepanned ta soon as the court 
breaks up : and the doctors say it is the whole Materia 
Medica, against a dose oCJalap, he never recovers. 

Just, But the act, and in that provided, forbids all blows, 
particularly on the head. 

Snarl, It was dark, and, when I strike, I never mind 
where the blows fall. 

Scout, A voluntary confession, a voluntary confession ! 

Ju^it, [Rising and coming forward, c] A voluntary con- 
fession, indeed. Release the prisoner ; I find no cause of 
complaint against him. ' [Exetmt iJonstables, l. 

Snarl, No cause of complaint against him I You are a 
pretty Justice, indeed :— one kills my sheep, and the other 
pays me with Sir Hugh Witherington, and then you see 
no cause of complaint against him. 

Just, Not I, truly. 
* SnarL A pretty day's work I have made, indeed :— asuil^ 
of law, and a suit of iron-grey cloth, both carried against 
me i but as for you, Mr. Lawyer, we shall meet agtun. 

[Ejnt Snarly L« 

Just* O fie,, neighbour Snarl, you are to blame, very 
much to blame, indeed. 

ScotU, Come, now it is all over, go and thank his wor- 
ship. 

Sheep, Baa, baa, baa ! 

Just, Enough, enough, my good fellow, take care you 
do not catch cold in your head ; go and get trepanned, and 
take care of yourself, Sheepface. 

Sheep* fiaa I 

Just, Poor liellow, poor fellow. [Exit Justice, l. 

Scout, Bravo, my boy ! You have acted your part ad- 
mirably, and I 'think I did very well to bring you off so 
cleverly ; and now I make no doubt but, as you are a very 
honest fellow, you'll p£^ me as geuerously as you pro- 
mised. I 

Sheep, (l.) Baa! 

Scout, Aye ! very well, very well indeed— you did that 
very well just now, but there's no occasion to have it over 
any more. — I'm talking about my fee, you know, Sheep- 
face I — Yes, yes, J tell you it was very well done, but at 
this time, you know, my fee is the question. 

Sheep, Baa, baa ! 

Scout, How's this, am I laughed at }-^Phy me directly, 
you rascal, or 111 play the devil with you I Til teach you to 
try to cheat a lattyer, thai Aives by cheating others. Til 
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Sfieq>, Baa! 

Scout, What ! again ! Braved by a mougrel cur, a bleat* 
ing bell-wether ! a — 

Sheep, Baa I 

Scout* Out of my sight ! or HI break every bone in 
your dog's skin, you sheep-stealing scoundrel : would you 
cheat one, that has cheated hundreds ? Get home to your 
hiding place. 

Sheep. Baa! [^otfl^/R. 

Scoui. Away, and mind how you and your wife play 
the rest of your parts, and perhaps I may forgive you, if 
we succeed ; if not, I will make an example of you, you 
rascal! 

Sheep, Baa^ baa,! [Exit Sheep/ace^ r. 

Efaer Justice and Kate, l. 

Juit, (l.) Poor fellow I like to die, you say. 

Kaie, (c.) Yes, your worship. — Oh dear I [Crffmg, 

Just* Well, well, comfort yourself : remember, you wa« 
only married vesterday. 

Kate, That s the very thing, st^ ; if he had but lived a 
Httle longer, I should not have cared so much about it ; 
but to be cut oflf just in the honey moon, is very hard* 
Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! But I am not revengeful, and your wor- 
ship knows how much I love my master's daughter Har- 
riet ; and Charles, Mr. Snarl's son, is in love with her ; 
but his father won't agree to the match. 

Just. O, I understand you. So you'll hush up matters, 
provided he'll agreeto the mairiage ; well, what say you, 
neighbour Scout ? ^ 

Scout, (r.) Why, why, I don't know what to say to it 
A8 you all seem willing to settle the business, I don't like 
to stand out, and so I ^gree to it. But I think, your wor- 
ship, I had better go in and fill the blanks, of a bond, and 
make him sign it, or> when all is over, he'll retract from 
his word. 

Just, Well do so I Here he comes. Go 1 go ' 

[Eaeunt Scout and Kate^ R* 

Enter Snarl ancf two Constables, u 

So, neighbour Snarl, I find that the blows you gave llie 
poor fellow on the head have occasioned his deatii. 
Snarl Oh, the devil ! - 

Just, But hark'ye, neighbour, I*ve got a proposal to 
make, which perhaps may not be disagreeable to you 1 
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Your son Charles, it seems, is in love with Harriet, lawyer 
tSeottfs daughter.— Now, I believe She^pface's Wife would 
hush up matters, provided you'll consent to the match. 

Snarl* Consent ! Why I suppose I must, in order to 
save myself fh>m further expense. A vet7 plretty day's work 
I've msKle on't, truly. 

£nter Scout, r. with bond* 

Scout. Here, your worships Tve filled up a bond, in 
order that he may sign whatever is agreed to. - How d'ye 

do, neighbour Snarl ? I always cut tny coat 

[Crossing to Snarl* 

Snarl. According to my ciOth. 

Just. Come, come, sign ! sign ! [Signs the bond. 

Enter Chaiules and Shbbpface^ l 

Snarl. Hey day ! What the plague ! are you not dead f 

Sheep. No : yoUr worship could never beat such a thing, 
into my head. 

Charles, Deaf sir, don't be angry ; Sheepface has done 
nothing but by my directions ; and I hope you will not 
only forgive him, but enable me, by your future genero- 
sity, to provide for ourselves henceforward. 

Sheep. V>o take back one of your best sheep. 

Scout* Well, as we have settled bur own afiairs thus far, 
we must now appeal to the Tribunal, and humbly ask 
their permission for the Village Lawybr to continue ia 
practice. 

THE BNDi 



DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Justice. Scout. Sha&l. Charles. Sheepface. 
R.] [u 



trtit Stfiaal tor fcanbaL 

CJtarlii\S. Wbil, my old gHrdlan I— Wbu, tun loq 
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SIR PETER.— Salmon-ooloured velvet coat, and breeches trim- 
mod with rilver, white satin waistcoat, silver button-holes, &a 
white silk stockings, shoes, buckles, lace ruf&es, Sec 

SIR OLIVER. — ^Brown coat and waistcoat, embroidered button- 
boles, black satin breeches, siik stockings; shoes, buckles, three- 
eomered hat, -brown camlet great coat, with embrddered button- 
holes. Second diest ; camlet drab great coat 

JOSEPH.— Blue coat, white waistcoat,^ black pantaloons, black 
rilk stockings, and pumps. 

CHARLES. — Green coat, white waistcoat, light breedies, wh^te 
dlk stockings, dress shoes. 

CRABTREE. — Purple rilk velvet coat, lined with blue satin, 
white rilk stockings ; satin waistcoat, embroidered satin benedies. 

BACKBITE. — i'ashionable gxeen coat, white and orimson waist- 
eoats, flesh-ooloaTed toraedies, and silk stockings* pumps and opera 
hat 

ROWLEY. — Great omit, black breeches and waistcoat; grey 
camlet great coat. 

MOSES.— Black velvet coat, waistcoat and breeches, trimmed 
with narrow gold lace ; black stockings, shoes and buckles. 

CARELESS.— Black pantaloons, black silk stockings, and purops, 
white waistcoat, and black coat. 

SIR IIARRV^— Blue coat, white waisteoat, Uack pantaloons 

. TRIP. — Handsome livery. 

SNAKE.— Black coat, waistcoat and trowsers, silk stockings, and 
pumps. 

JOSEPH'S SERVANT.— Plain Uua ooat» ycHow waistcoat and 
breeches, white stockings, and shoes. 

LADY TEAZLE. — Elegant white gause dress, handsomely 
worked with silver flowers, white satin petticoat and body ; hand- 
some plume of feathers. 

MARIA.— White satin dress, with Made trimming. 

LADY SNEER WELL.— White dress, neatly trimmed. 

MRS. CANDOUR — White satin petticoat and body, handsome 
flowered gauae dress over. 



PROLOGTUE. 

fFritten by Mr, Garrick. 

A School for Scandal ! tell me, I beseech you, 

Needs there a school thifi modish art to teach you ? 

No need of lessons now, the kuowiiig think ; 

We might as well be taught to eat and drink. 

Caused' by a dearth of scandal, should the vapours 

Distress our fair ones — let them read the papers ; 

Their powerful mixtures such disorders hit ; 

Crare what you will — there's qtiat^um sufficiU 

** Lord!" cries my Lady ff^ormwood (who loves tattle. 

And puts much salt and pepper in her prattle), 

Just ris'n at noon, all night at cards when threshing 

Strong tea and scandal — ** filess me, how refreshing ! 

*^ Give me the papers. Lisp — how bold and free ! («/>*) 

'* Last night Lord L. (sips) was caught with Lady Z>. 

*' For aching heads what charming sol volatile I (sipsj 

" If Mrs, B. will still continue flirting , 

** fFiehope she'll draw, or w^ll undraw the curtain, 

** Fine satire, poz— in public all abuse it, 

^ Hut, by ourselves, (tips) our praise we can't refuse it. 

" Now» Lisp, read you — ^there, at that dash and strn* :'* 

** Yes, ma'am — A certain lord had best beware, 

** ff^/to Uvea not twenty miles firom Grosvenor Square; < 

" For should he Lady W^find willing , 

** fTormwood isbittet^'—" Oh ! that's me, the viDaiii ! 

'^ 'Ilirow it behind the fire, and never more 

** Let that vile paper come within my door." 

Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the dart ; 

To reach our feelings, we ourselves must smart 

Is our young bard so young, to think that he 

Can stop the full spring-tide of calumny ? 

Knows he the world so little, and its trade ? 

Alas ! the devil's sooner raised than laid. 

So strong, so swift, the monster there's no gagging : 

Cut Scandal's head off, 6till the tongue is wagging* 

Proud of your smiles once lavishly bestow'd. 

Again our young Don Quixote takes the road 

To show his gratitude he draws his pen. 

And seeks this hydra. Scandal, in his den. 

For your applause all perils he would through—* . 

He'll fight—that 's write— a cdvaliero true. 

Till every drop of blood— that's ink — ^ia spilt for you. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE l^-^Lady JSneerwefFs House. 

Discovered Lady SiNEErwell, b. af the dresting~iable\ 
Snake drinking chocolate, l. 

Ladjf £• Tub paragraphs, you say, Mr. Snake, were all 
iDserted ? 

Snake. They were, madam ; and as T copied them my- 
aelf in a feigned hand, there can be no suspicion whence 
iheytame. 

Lady S, <R.) Did you circulate the report of Lady 
firittle's intrigue with Captain Boastall ? 

Snake, (l.) That's in as fine a train as your ladyship 

could wish. In the comnimi course of things, I think it 

^ ipust reach Mrs. Clackitt's ears within four and twenty 

hours ) and then, you know, -the buftinebs is as good as 

done* 

Lady S, Why, truly, Mrs. Clackitt has a very pretty 
talent, and a great deal of industry. 

Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably successful 
In her day. To my knowledge she has been the cause of 
fcix matches being broken off,. and three sons bang disin- 
herited ; of four forced elopements, as many close confine- 
ments, nine separate ma tenances, and two divorces. 
Nay, I have more than once'traced her causing a t6te«li-t6te 
in the Town and Country Magazine, when the parties, 
perhaps, had never seen each other's &ce before in the 
coarse of their lives. 

Lady S. She certainly has talents, but hec manner is 
gross. 

Snake. 'Tifl rery true.— She generally designs well, has 
a free tongue and a bold invention $ but her colouring is 
too dark, and her outlines often extravagant. She wants 
that delicacy of tint and mellowness of sneer, which distin- 
guish your ladyship's scandal. 

B . 
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Ladjf S, Ah ! You are partial, Snake. 

Stuike, Not in the least — every body allows that Lady 
Sneerwell can do more with a word or a look than 
many can with the most laboured detail, even when they 
happen 'to have a little truth on their side to support it. 

Lady S, Ves, my dear Snake ; and I am no hypocrite to 
deny the satisfaction I reap from the success of my efforts. 
iT^hep rise.'] U^ounded myself in the early part of my life 
by the envenomed tongue of slander, I confess I have shice 
known no pleasure equal to the reducing others to the level 
of my own reputation. 

Snake* Nothing can be more natural. But, Lady Sneer- 
well, there is one affair in which you have lately employed 
me, wherein, i confess^ I am at a loss to guess your 
motives. 

Ididjf^ S* I conceive you mean with respect to my neigh- 
bour. Sir Peter Teazle, aod his family ? 

Snake. I do. Here are two youog men, to whom Sir 
Peter has acted as a kind of guardian since their father's 
death ; the eldest possessing the most amiable character, 
and universally well spoken of — ^tke youngest, the most 
dissipated aod extravagant young fellow in the kingdom, 
without Mends or character: the former «n avowed 
admirer of your ladyship's, and apparently your favourite : 
the latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter's ward, and confes- 
sedly beloved by her. Now, on the face of these circum- 
stances, it is utterly unaccountable to me, why you, the 
widow of a city kmght, with a good jointure, should not 
close with the passion of a man of such character and 
expectations as Mr. Surfece ; and more so why you should 
be so uncommonly earnest to destroy the mutual attach* 
ment subsisting iMetween his brotiier Charles and Maria. 

Leutp S. Then at once to unravel this mystery, i must 
inform you, that love has no share whatever in the inter- 
course between Mr. Surface and me. 

Snake. No I 

Lady S, His real attachment is to Maria, or her fortune 
but finding in his brother a favoured rival, he has been 
obliged to mask hb pretensions, and profit by my assis- 
tance. 

Snake. Yet still I am more pnxsled why you should 
interest yourself in his success. 

Lady S, Heavens ! how dull you are! Cannot you sur- 
mbe the weakness which I hitherto, through shame, have 
concealed even from you? Must I confess, that Charles, 
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that libertine, that extFaragant, that bankrupt in fortune 
and reputation, that he it ib for whom Tiu thus anxious 
»n(t malicious, and to gain whom I would sacrifice every 
thing ? 

Snake. Now, indeed, your conduct appears consistent > 
but how came you and Mr. Surface so confidential ? 

Lady 5. For our mutual interest. I hare found him out 
a long time since. I Isuow him to be artful, selfish, and 
malicious — in short, a sentimental knave; while, with Sir 
Peter, and indeed with all his acquaintance, he passes for 
a youthful mirai*le of prudence^ good sense, and benevo- 
lence. 

Snake* Ves : yet Sir Peter vows he has not his equal in 
England — and above all^ he praises him as a man of senti- 
ment. 

Latfy S, True— and with the assistance of his sentiment 
and hypocrisy, he has brought him entirely into his inte- 
rest with regard to Maria; while poor Charles has no 
friend in the house, though, I fear, he has a powerful one 
in Maria's heart, against whom we must direct our schemes. 

. MInter Servant, l. 

Sent, Mr. Surface. 

Ladjf S* [Crotses c] Show him up. [JExit Servant, L.J 
He generally calls about this time. I don't wonder at pco> 
pic giving him to me for a lover. 

£nter Joseph Surface, l. 

Jo$eph S, (l.) My dear Lady Sneerwell, how do you do 
to-day ? Mr. Snake, your most obedient 

Ladff S. (c.) Snake has just been rallying me on oui 
mutual attachment ; but 1 have informed him of our real 
views. You know how useful he has been to us, and, be- 
lieve me, the confidence is not ill placed. 

Joseph S, Madam, it is^ impossible for me to susj^ect a 
man of Mr. Snake's sensibility and discernment. 

Lady S, Well, well, no compliments now ; but tell m« 
when you saw your mistress, Maria— or, what b more ma- 
terial to me, your brother. 

Joseph S, I have not seeo either since I left you ; but I 
can inform you that they never meet Some of your stories 
have taken good efiect on Maria. 

Lady S. Ah ! my dear Snake ! the merit of this belongs 
to you : but do your brother's distresses increase ? 

Joseph S» Every hour. I am told he has had another 

b2 
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execution \a the house yesterday. Id shorty his dissipation 
and extravagance exceed any thing I have ever heard of. 

Lady S, Poor Charles I 

Joseph S. True, madam ; notwithstanding his vices, one 
cannot help feeling for him. Poor Charles ! I'm sure I 
\yish it were in my power to be of any essential service to 
him ; for the man who does not feel for the distresses of a 
friend, even though merited by his own misconduct, de- 
sierves 

Lady S. O Lud ! you are going to be moral, and forget 
that you are among friends. 

Joseph S, Egad, that's true ! — I'll keep that sentiment 
till I see Sir Peter ; — however, it is certainly a charity to 
rescue Maria from such a libertine, who, if he is to here* 
ckumed, can be so only by one of your ladyship's supenor 
accomplishments and understanding. 

Snake, 1 believe. Lady Sneerwell, here's company com- 
ing: I'll go and copy the letter I mentioned to-yoo.— -Mr. 
Surface, your most obedient. 

Josephs. [Crossing to Snake, ] Sir, your rery devoUd. 
[ExU Snake,] Lady Sneerwell, 1 am very sorry you have 
put any faither confidence in that fellowi 

Lady 5. (l.) Why so ? 

Joseph S, (r.) I have lately detected him in frequent con- 
ference with old Rowley, who was formerly my father's 
steward, and has never, you know, been s friend of mine. 

Lady S» And do you think he would betray us ? 

Joseph S. Nothing more likely : — take my word for't. 
Lady Sneerwell, that fellow hasn't virtue enough to be 
faithful even to his own villany. Ah I Maria ! 

^ii/«r Maria, u 

J^ndy S. (c.) Maria, my dear, how do yoa do?— > 
Whaf s the ijoatter ? 

Maria, (l.) Oh ! there is that disagreeable lover of 
mine. Sir Benjamin Backbite, has just called at my gaAr- 
dian*s, with his odious uncle, Crabtree ; so I tiipt out, and 
ran hither to avoid them. 

LadyS. Is that all? 

Joseph S. (r.) If my brother Cliarles had been of the 
paity, madam, perhaps you would not have been so much 
alarmed. 

Lady S, Nay, nuw you are severe ; for I dare swear the 
truth of the matter is, Maria heard y<Mi were here.— But, 
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my dear, what has Sir Bet^amin done^ 'tliat you should 
afoid him so ? 

Maria. Oh, he has done nothing — ^but 'tis for what he 
has said : his conversation is a perpetual libel on all hit 
acquuntance. 

Joseph S. Ay, and the worst of it is, there is no advan- 
tage in not knowing him — for he'll abuse a stranger just as 
soon as his best firiend ; and his uncle Crabtree's as bad. 

Lady S* Nay, but we should make allowance. ~ Sir Ben- 
jamin is a wit and a poet. 

Maria. For my part, I own, madam, wit loses its-respect 
with me, when 1 see it in company with malice — ^What do 
70U think, Mr Surface ? [Croates to Mm.'] 
' Joseph S. Certainly, madam ; to smUe at the jest which 
pldiit» a thorn in auother's breast b to become a principal 
in the mlitchief. 

Ladi/ S. (l.) Psi^w ! — there's no possibility of being 
witty without a littre ill nature: the malice of a good 
tiling is the barb that makes it stick.— What's your opinion, 
*Mr. Surface ? 

Josephs. ^R.) To be sure, madam; that conversation, 
where the spirit of ridllery is suppressed, will ever appear 
tedious and insipid. 

Maria, (c.) Well, I'll not debate how far scandal may 
be allowable ; but in a man, I am sure, it is always con- 
temptible. We have pride, envy, rivalship, and a thousand 
little motives to depreciate each other ; but. the male slan- 
derer must have the cowardice of a^'woman before he can 
traduce one. 

Enter Servant, l. 

Serv, Madam, Mrs. Candour is below, and if your la>'iy- 
^hip 's at Idsure, will leave her carriage. 

Latfy S, Beg her to walk in. — [Exit Servant, l.] Now, 
1^1 aria, however, here is a character to your taste ; for 
tiiough Mrs. Candour is a littie talkative, every body allows 
her to be the best natured and best sort of woman. 

Maria. Yes, — with a very gross affectation of good na- 
ture and benevoleiice, she does more mischief tban the di- 
rect malice of old Crabtree. 

Joseph & I'faitii that's true. Lady Sneerwcll : whenever 
I hear the current running ^lainst the characters of ray 
friendti, I never think them in such danger as when Can- 
dour undertakes their defence. 

Lad(f S» Hush ! — ^here she is!— 

b3 
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Entfr Mft^. Candocjr, l. 

Mrs. Jan. My dear Lady Sneerwell, how have you been 

tliis century ? Mr. Surface, what news do you hear ? — 

though indeed it is no matter, for I think one hears nothing 
el^e but scandal. 

Josephs, (r.) Just so, indeed, ma'am. 

Mrs* C, [Crosses to Maria,] Oh, Maria! child,— what! 

IS the whole affair off between you and Charles ? ^His 

extravagance, I oresuroe — the town talks of nothing else. 

Maria, (r. c.) I am very sorry, ma'am, the town has so 
little to do. ^ 

Mrs. C. (u c.) True, time, child : but there's no stop- 
ping people's tongues. I own I was hurt to hear it, as I in- 
deed was to learn, from the same quarter, that your guar- 
dian, Sir Peter, and Lady Teazle, have not agreed lately as 
well as could be wished. 

Maria. 'Tis strangely impertinent for people to busy 
themselves so. 

Mrs. C. Very true, child : — ^but what's to be done ? — Peo- 
ple will talk — there's no preventing it. Why, it was but 
yesterday I was told that Miss Gadabout liad eloped with Sir 
FiUfifree Flirt— But, Lord ! there's no minding what one 
hears ; though, to be sure, I had this from very good autho- 
rity. • 

Maria. Such rcfportsare highly scandalons. 

Mrs, C, So they are, child — shameful, shameful ! But 

the world is so censorious, do character escapes. Lord, 

now, who would have suspected your friend. Miss Prim, of 
an indiscretion ? Yet such is the ill-nature of people, that 
they say her uncle stopt her last week, just as she was step- 
ping into the York Mail with her daudog-master. 

Maria. Til answer for't, there are no grounds for tiiat re- 
port ♦ 

Mrs. C. Ah, DO fonndation in the world, I dare swear ; 
no more, probably, than for the story circukubed last month, 
of Mrs. Festino's afiair with Colonel Cassino ;— -though, to 
be sure, that matter was never rightly cleared up. 

Joseph S. The licence of inveution some peoi)le take is 
monstrous indeed. 

Maria. 'Tis so, — but, in my opinion, those who report 
such things are equally culpable. 

Mrs. C. To be sure they are ; tale-bearers are as bad as 
the tale-makers — ^'tis an old observation, and a very true 
one : but what's to be done, as I said before ? how will 
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you prevent people from talking ? To-day, Mrs* Clackitt 
assured me, Mr. and Mrs. Honeymoon "were at last become 
mere man and wife, like^-the rest of their acquaintance. 
She likewise hinted tliat a certain widow, in the next street, 
had got rid of her dropsy and recovered her shape in a 
moirt surprising manner. And at the same time. Miss 
Tattle, who was by, affirmed, that Lord Buffalo had disco- 
vered his lady at a house of no extraordinary fame ; and 
that Sir Harry Bouquet and Tom Saunter were to measure 
swords on a similar provocation. — ^But, Lord, do you think 
I would report these things ? — No, no! tale-bearers, as 1 
said before, are just as bad as the tale-makers. 

Joseph S. Ah ! Mrs. Candour, if every body had your 
forbearance and good-nature ! 

Mrs. C, I coB^ss, Mr. Surface, I cannot bear to hear 
people attacked behind their backs ; and when ugly circum- 
stances come out against our acquaintance, I own I always 
love to think the best. [Lady SneenoeU and Maria retire 
a little ttp.] By the by, I hope 'tis not true Uiat your bro- 
thei* is absolutely ruined ? 

Joseph S, I am afraid his circumstances are very bad in- 
deed, ma*am» 

Mrs, C, Ah ! I beard so — ^bnt you must tell him to keep 
up his spirits ; every body almom is in tlie same way — 
Lord Spindle, Sir lliomas Splint, and Mr. Nickit — all up, 
I hear, within this week ; so if Charles is undone, he'll 
find half his acquaintance ruined too, and that, joix know^ 
is a consolatiofi. 

Joseph S, Doubtless, ma'am — a very great one. 

£fUer Sbr\aht,u 

'Serv, Mr. Crabtree and Sir Benjamin Backbite. 

[Ea;it Servant, 
Lady S, So, Maria, you see your lover pursues you ; po- 
sitively you sha'n't escape. 

Eat^CnAVTKBE, UUand Sm Bsniamin Backbi-hs, 2nd. l 

Crad, Lady Sueerwell, I kiss your hand — [Crosses to 
Mrs, Candour.] — Mrs. Candour, I don't believe you ar&ac- 
quainted with my nephew. Sir Benjamin Backbite ? Egad ! 
ma'am, he has a pretty wit, and is a pretty poet, too ; isn't 
he. Lady Sncerwell ? 

Sir B, (l.) O fie, uncle 1 

Crab, tiay, egad, it's true ; I back him at a rebus or a 
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charade agaiDftt the best rhymer in the kingdom.— Hm 
your ladyship heard the epi^am he wrote last week on 
Lady Frizzle's feather catching fire f -^Dn, Benjamin, re- 
peat it, or the charade you made last night extempore at 
Mrs. Drowzie's conTer8a7ione. Come now ;— your first is 
the name of a fish, your second a great naval commander, 
and 

Sir B. Uncle, now — pr'ythee— 

Crab, rfaith, ma'am, 'twould surprise you to hear how 
ready he is at these things. 

Lady S, I wonder. Sir Benjamin, you never pnblhh any- 
thing. 

-Sir B* To say truth, ma'am, 'tis very vulgar to. print ; 
and as my little productions are mosuy satires and lam- 
poons on particular people, I find they circulate more by 
giving copies in confidence to the friends of the parties. 
[Crosses to Maria.] However, I have some love elegies, 
which, when fovoured. with this lady's smiles, I mean to 
give the public , 

Crab. 'Fore heaven, ma'am, they'll immortifttise you!— > 
you will be handed down to posterity, like Petrarch's Lau- 
ra, or Waller's Sacharissa. 

Sir B. Yes, madam, I think you will like them, when 
you shall see them on a beautiful quarto page, where a BC«t 
rivulet of text shall murmur through a meadow of margin. 
—'Fore Gad they will be the> most elegant things of their 
kind ! 

Crab. [Crossing to Mrs. Candour.'] But, ladies, thafs tnie 
— ^haveyou heard the news ? 

Mrs. C. What, sir, do you mean the report of — 

Crab. No, ma'am, thaf s not it— Miss Nicely is going 
to be married to her own footman. 

Mrs. C. Impossible! 

Crab. Ask Sir Benjamin. 

Sir B. 'Tis very true, ma'am ; every thing is fixed, 
aiid the wedding liveries bespoke. 

Crab. Yes-— and they do say there were very pressing 
reasons for it. 

Ladsf S. (l.) Why, I 'have heard something of this be- 
fore. 

Mrs. C. (l, c.) It can't be — and I wonder any one 
should believe such a 8ti)ry, of so pnident a lady as Miss 
Nicely. 

Sir B. (a. c.) O lud I ma'am, that's the very reason 
'twas believed at once. She hai always been so cautious 
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and so reserved, that every body was sure tliere was some 
reason for it at bottom. 

Mrs. C, Why, to be sore, a tale of scandal is as fatal to 
the credit of a prudeitt lady of her stamp, as a fever is ge- 
nerally to those of the strongest constitutions. But there 
is a sort of puny sickly reputation, that is always ailiug, ye,t 
will outlive the robuster characters of a hvodred prudes. 

Sir B* True, madam, — there are valetodiuarians in 
reputation as well as constitution ; who, being con- 
scious of their wealc part, avoid the least breath of air, and 
supply their want of stamina by care and clrcttmspection. • 

Mrs. C. Well, but this may be all a mistake. You 
know. Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumstances oftefi ^ve 
rise to Uie moot injurious tales. 

Cr(^. That they do, TU be sworn, ma'am.<--1Md you 
ever hear how Miss Piper came to lose her lover and ,her 
character last summer at Tiinbridge ?---Sir Benjamin, you 
remember it ? 

Sir B, Oh, to be sure ! — ^the most wlnmslcal circum- 
stance. 
. Lady S. How was it, pray ? 

Crab, Why, one evening, at Mr-s. P<ftito*s assembly, the 
conversation happened to turn on the breeding Nova 
Scotia sheep in this country. Says a young lady i& com- 
pany, I have knowp instances of it — for Miss Letitia 
Piper, a first cousin of mino> had a Nova Scotia sheep that 
produced her twins. — iWhat ! cries the lady dowager Dun- 
dizzy Cwho you know is as deaf as a post), has Mi^s Piper 
had twins ? — ^This mistake, as you may imagine, threw the 
whole company into a fit of laughter. However, 'twas the 
next day every where reported, and in a few days believed 
by the whole town, that Miss Letitia Piper had actually 
been brought to bed. of a fine boy and a girl ; and in less 
tlian a week there were some people who could name the 
father, and the farm-house where the babies were put to 
nurse. 

Lady S. Strange, indeed ! 

Crab, Matter of fact, I assure yoa. — [Crosses to Sur* 
face,"] — O lud ! Mr. Surface, pray is it true that your 
uncle. Sir Oliver, is coming home ? 

Joseph Sf (r.) Not that I know of, indeed, sir. 

Crab. [l. 0/ Joseph.'] He has been in the East Indies a 
long time. You can scarcely remember him, I believe ?— 
Sad comfort whenever he returns^ to hear how your 
brother has gone on I 
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Joseph S. Charles has been imprudent, sir, to be sure ; 
but I hope DO busy people have already prejudiced Sir 
Oliver against him. He may reform., 

Sir B, To be sure he may : for my part, Y never be- 
lieved him. to be so utterly void of principle as people 
say ; and though he has lost all his friends, I am told 
nobody is better spoicen of by the Je^s- 

CriUf, That's true, egad, nephew. If the Old Jewry was 
a ward, I believe Charles would be an alderman : — no man 
more popular there, *fore Gad ! I hear he pays as many 
annuities as the Irish tontine ; and that whenever he is 
sick, they have prayers for the recovery of his health in all 
the synagogues. 

jS'f'r B. Vet no man lives in greater splendour. They 
tell me, when he entertains his friends *be will sit 
down to dinner with a dozen of his-own securities; have 
a score of tradesmen waiting in the antechamber^ and an 
officer behind every guesf s chair. 

Jo9eph S. ThiB may be entertainment to you, gentlemen, 
but you pay very little regard to the feelings of a brother. 

Maria, llieir malice is intolerable. ICrotses, l.] Lady 

■ Sneerwell, I must wish you a good morning: 1 m not 

very well. [E,vit Maria, l. 

Mrs, C. O dear I she changes colour very much. 

Lady S, Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her : she may want 
your assistance. 

Mrs, C, That I will, with all my soul, ma'am.— Poor 
dear girl, who knows what her situation may be ! 

' « [Exit Mrs. Candinsr, !• 

Lady S. 'Twas nothing but diat she could not bear to 
hear Charles reflected on, notwithstanding their dif- 
ference. 

Sir B. The young lady's penchant is obvious. 

Crab. But, Benjamin, you must not give up the pursuit 
for that: followher, and puther into good humour. Repeat 
her some of your own verses. Come, I'll assist you. 

Sir B, [Crosses to Surface:] Mr. Surface, I did not 
mean to hurt you ; but depend on't your brother is utterly 
undone. [Crosses, l. 

Crah. [Crosses to Sur/aee.y O lud, aye ! undone as evev 

man was.— Can't raise a guinea ! [Crosses, l. 

. Sir B. [Crosses to Surface.] And evei7 thing sold, Vm 

«old, that was moveable. — [Crosses, l. 

Crab, [Crosses, c] I have seen one that was at his 
lottse. — Not a thing left but some empty bottles that were 
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overlooked, and the family pictureft, which I believe are 
framed in the wainscots — [Crosses, l. 

Sir B. [Crosses, c] And I'm very sorry, also, to hear 
some bad stories agdnst him. [Going, l. 

Crab, Oh \ he has done many mean things, that's certain. 

Sir B. But, however, as he is your brother — r 

[Going, L. 

Crab* We*lltell you all anolilier opportunity. 

[Ejpeuni Crabtree and Sir Benjamin, l. 

Lady S* Ha 1 ha t 'tis very hard for them to leave a 
subject they have not quite run dovim. 

Joseph S. And I believe the abuse was no more ac- 
ceptable to your ladyship than Maria. 

Lady S, I doubt her affections are ^ther engaged than 
we imagine. But the family are to be here this evening, 
so you may as well dine where you are, and we shall have 
an opportunitv of observing fartiier ; in the meantime, 1*11 
go and plot mischief, and you shall study sentiment. 

[Ejeeunt, r. 

SCENE ll^Sir Peter^s House. 
Enter Sir Peter, l. 

Sir P. When an old bachelor . marries a young wife, 
vHiat is he to expect? "lis now six months since 
Lady Teasle made me the happiest of men — and I have 
been the most miserable dog ever since. We tift a little 

Sing to church, and came to a quarrel before the bells 
d done ringing. I was more than once nearly cholLed 
with gall during the honeymoon, and had lost all comfort 
in life before my friends had done wishing me Joy. Yet I 
chose with caution — ?l girl bred wholly in the country, who 
never knew luxury beyond one silk gown, nor dissipation 
above the annual gala of a race ball. Yet she now plays 
her part in all the extravagant fopperies of fashion and 
ihe town, with as ready a grace as if she had never seen a 
bush or a grass-plot out of Grosvenor Square! I am 
sneered at by all my acquaintance, and paragraphed in the 
newspapers. She dissipates my fortune, and contradicts 
all my humours ; yet, the worst of it is, I doubt I love 
her, or I should never bear all this. However, I'll never 
be weak enough to own it. 

Enter Rowley, r. 

' Rowley. Oh! Sir Peter, your servant: how is it with 
you, sir } 
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Sir P. (l.) Very tad, master Rowley, very bad. I mtaX 
with uothinff but crosses and vexatious. 

Rowley^ (r.) What can bave happened since yesterday ? 

Sir P, A good question to a married mac ! 

Rowley. Nay, I'm sure. Sir Peter, your lady camiot be 
the cause of your uneatnness. 

Sir P. Why, has any body told you she was dead ? 

Rowley. Come, come. Sir Peter, you love her, notwith- 
standing your tempers don't exactly agree. 

Sir P. But the fauH is entirely hers, master Rowley. I 
am, myself, the sweetest tethpered man alive, and harte a 
teazing temper : and so I tell her a hundred times a day* 

Rowley, Indeed! 

Sir P, Ay ! and what is very extraordinary, in all our 
disputes she is always in the wrong I But Lady Sneerwell, 
and the set she meets at her house, encourage the perverse- 
ness of her disposition. Then, to complete my vexation, 
Maria, my ward, whom I ought to have the power of a 
father over, is determined to turn rebel too, and absolutely 
refuses the man whom I have long resolved on for her 
husband ; meaning, I suppose^ to bestow herself on his 
• profligate brother. 

Rowley. You know, sir, I have always taken the liberty 
to dififer with you on the subject of these two young gentle- 
men. I only wish you may not be deceived in your opi- 
nion of the elder. For Charles, my life on't ! he will 
retrieve his errors yet Their wortiiy father, once my 
honoured master, was, at his years, nearly as wild a spark i 
yet, when he died, he did not leave a more benevolent 
heart to lament his loss. 

Sir P, You are wrong. Master Rowley. On their father's 
death, you know, I acted as a kind of guaurdiantodiem both, 
till dieir unde Sir Oliver's Eastern liberality gave them an 
early independence : of course, no person could have more 
opportunities of judging of their hearts, and I was never 
mistaken in my life. Joseph is Indeed a model for ihe 
young men of the age. He is a man of sentiment, and 
acts up to the sentiments he professes ; but for the other, 
take my word for't, if he had any grun of virtue by de- 
scent, he has dissipated it with the rest of his inheritance. 
Ah ! my old friend. Sir 01i(*er, will be deeply moi-tified 
when he finds bow part of his bounty has been misapplied. 

Rowley, I am soiTy to find you so violent against the 
voung man, because this may be the most critical period of 
hiafortttoe. I came hither with news that will surprise 
yoik 
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Sir P. What! let me hear. 

Rowley. Sir Oliver is arrived, and at this moment in 
town. 

Sir P, Howl you astonish me! I thought you did not 
expect him this month. 

Mowley. I did not ; but his passage has been remarkably 
quick. 

Sir P. Egad, I shall rejoice to see my old friend. "Ha 
sixteen years since we met^ — ^We have had many a day 
together :-~but does he still enjoin us not to inform his 
nephews of his arrival ? 

Howley, Most strictly. He means, before it is known^ 
to make some trial of dieir dispositions. 

Sir P. Ah ! there needs no art to discover their merits 
—however, he shall have his way : but, pray, does h^ 
know I am maiTied ? 

Rowley, Yes, and will soon wish you joy. 

Sir P, What, as we drink health to a friend in a con- 
sumption. Ah ! Oliver will laugh at me. We used- to 
rail at matrimony together : but he has been steady to his 
text. Well, he must be at my house, though \—V\\ in- 
stantly give orders for his reception. But, master Rowley, 
dont drop a word that Lady Teazle and I ever disagree. 

Rowley. By no means. 

Sir P. For I should never be able to stand Noll's jokes ; 
80 rd have him think. Lord forgive me ! that we are a 
fcry happy couple. 

Rowley. I uxiderstand you : — ^but then you must be very 
careful not to differ while he is in the house with you. 

Sir P. Egad, and so we must —and that's imposRible. 
Ah ! master Rowley, when an old bachelor marries a 
young wife, he deserves^ no— the crime carries its punish- 
ment along with it. [Ejeeunt Rowley , x.. Sir Peter ^ l. 

XND OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE L— fi^ Peter's House. 

Enter Lady T£azlk and Sir Peter, l 

Sir P. Lady Teazle, Lady Teazle, I'll not bear it! 
Lady T. (r.) Sir Pttter, 8ir Peter, yo» may bear it or 

c 
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DOt» w yoQ please; but I ought to have iny own way in 
every thing; and whafs'more, I. will too. What*, 
tiiough I was educated in the countiy, I know very well 
that women of fashion in London ai'e accountable to 
nobody after they are married. 

Sir P. (l.) Very well, ma'am, very well ; — so a hus- 
band is to have no influence, no authority ? 

Lad^ T. Authority! No, to be sure: — ^if you wanted 
authority over me, you should have adopted me, and not 
married me : 1 am sure you were old enough. 

Sir P. Old enough ! — ay — ^there it is. Well, well. 
Lady Teazle, though my life may be made unhappy by your 
temper, 1*11 not be ruined by your extravagance. 

Lady T* My extravagance I I'm iture I'm not more 
extravagant than a woman of fashion ought to be. 

Sir P. No, no, madam, you shall throw away no more 
sums on such unmeaning luxury. 'Slife! to spei>d as 
much to furnish your dressing-room with flowers in winter 
ius would suffice to turn the Pantheon into a green-house, 
and give a f^te champMre at Christmas. 

Ladjf T* Lord, Sir Peter, am I to blame, because 
flowers ai*e dear in cold weather ? ¥ou should find fault 
wjth the climate, and not with me. For my part, I'm 
sure, I wish it was spring all tlie year round, and that 
roses grew under our feet ! 

Sir A Oons ! madam — if you had been bom to this, 
I shouldn't wonder at your talking thus ; but you forgot 
what your situation was when I married you. 

Lady T, No, no, I don't; 'twas a very disagreeable one, 
or I should never have married you. 

Sir P. Yes, yes, madam, you were then in somewhat a 
humbler style : — ^the daughter of a plain country squire- 
Recollect, Lady Teazle, when I s&w you .first sitting at your < 
tambour, in a pretty figured linen gown, with a bunch of 
keys at your side; your hair combed smooth over a roll* 
and your apartment huug round with fruits in worsted, of 
yotti own working. 

<A Lady T» O, yes ! I remember it very well, and a curious 
life I led. — My daily occupation to inspect the dairy, su- 
perintend the poultry, make extracts from the family re*- 
ceipt book,i-and comb my aunt Deborah's lap-dog. 

Sir P. Yes, yes, ma'am, 'twas so indeed. 

Lady T, And then, you know, my evening amusements! 
To draw patterns for ruffles, which I had not materials to 
make up ; to play Pope JojEin with the curate ; to read a 
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novel to my aunt ; or to be stuck down to an old fipinet to 
strum my father to sleep after, a fox-chase. [Crosses , l. 

Sir P, (b.) I am glad you have so good a memory. 
Yes, madam^ these were the recreations I took you from ; 
wit now you must have your coach — ^vjs-k-vis — and three 
Y^wdered footmen before your ch£ur ; and, iu the summer, 
a pair of white cats to draw you to Kensington- gardens. 
No recollection, I suppose, wbeii you were content to fide 
double, behind the butler; on a dock'd coach-horse. 

Ladif T, (l.) No— I swear I never did . that : I deny 
the butler and the coach- horse. 

Sir P. This, madam, was your situation ; and what 
I<ave I done for you? I have made you a woman of 
fashion, of fortune^ of rank ; in short, I have made you 
my wife. 

Lady T» Well, then,— and there is but one thing more 
you can make me to add to the obligation, and that is 

Sir P., My widow, I suppose ? 

Lady T, Hem ! hem ! 

Sir P, I thank you, madam— ^but don't flatter yourself.; 
for though your ill conduct may disturb my peace of mind, 
it shall never break my heai't, 1 promise you : however, I , 
am equally obliged to you for the hint. [Crosses, l. 

Lady 1\ (r.) Then why will you endeavour to make 
yourself so disagreeable to me, and thwart me in every 
little elegant expense ? 

Sir. P, (l.) 'Slife, madam, I say, had you any of these 
little elegant expenses when you married me ? 

Lady T, Lud, Sir Peter I would you have me be out of 
the fashion P 

Sir P, The fashion, indeed! What had you to do witli 
the fashion before you married me ? 
/ Lady T. Forx my part, I should think you would like to 
have your wife thought a woman of taste. 

Sir P. Ay — there again — taste — Zounds ! madam, you 
had no taste when you parried me ! 

Lady. T. That's very true, indeed. Sir Peter ; and after 
having married you, I should never pretend to taste again, 
1 allow. But now. Sir Peter, since, we have finished our 
daily jangle. I presume I may go to my engagement at Lady 
Sneerwell's. 

Sir. P. Ay, there's another precious circumstance — a 
charming set of acquaintance you have made there. 

Lady T, Nay, Sir Peter, they are all people of rank and 
fortune, and remarkably tenacious of reputation. 

c2 
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Sir P. Yes^ egad, they are tenacioufl of reputation with 
a vengeance : for they don't chooi^e any body tthould have 
a character but themselves ! — Such a crew ! Ah ! nmny a 
wretch has rid on a hurdle who has done less mischief 
than these utterers of forged tales, coiners of scandal, and 
clippers of reputation. 

. Lady T, Whatl would you restrain the freedom oi 
fepecch ? 

Sir P, Ah ! they have made you just as bad 2A any one 
of the society. 

Lady T. Why, I believe I do beajr a pert with a tole- 
rable grace. 
/ Sir P, Grace, indeed I 

Lady T. But I vow I bear no malice against l^e people 
I abuse. — When I say an ill-natured thing, 'tis out of pure 
good humour ; and I take it for granted, they deal exactly 
in the same manner with me. But, Sir Peter, you know 
yuH promised to come to Lady Sneerwell's too. 

Sir P, Well, well, I'll call in just to look after my 
own character. 

Lady T» llien indeed you must make haute after me, 
or you'U be too late. So, good bye to ye^ 

[EnfU Lady Teazle, k. 

Sir P. So — I have gsun'd much by my intended exi>us- 
tulation : yet, with what a charming air she contradicts 
every thing I say, and how pleasingly she shows her con* 
tempt for my authority ! Well, though I can't make her 
love me, thej-e is gi'eat satisfaction in quarrelling with her ; 
and I think she never appears to such advantage as when 
she is doing every thing in her power to plague me. [Ej;it, l. 

SCENE ll,-^Lady SneerweWs House. — Company sitting at 
the back of the stage at Card Tables, 

Lady Sneerwell, Mrs. Candour, Crabtreb, Sir 
Benjamin Backbite, aiu/ Joseph Surface, discovered; 
Servants attending with 7'ea, ^c 

Lady S, (u) Nay, positively* we will hear it. 

Joseph S, Yes, yes, the epigram, by all means. 

Sir B, O plague on't, uncle ! 'tis mere nonsensct 

Crab. No, No \ 'fore Gad, very clever for ai) extern-' 
pore ! 

Sir B. (r.c.) But, ladies, you should be acquainted with 
the circumstance. You must know, that one day last week, 
a.^ Lady Betty Curricle was taking the dust in Hyde Park, 
in a sort of duodecimo phaeton^ she desired rae to write 
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some verses on her ponies ; upon which I took out my 
pocl^et-book, and |u one moment produced the following : 

Sure never were se(>u two such beautiful ponies ; 
Other horses are clowns, but these macaronteii : 
To give them this title I'm sure is not wrongs 
Their legs are so slim, and their tails are so long. 

Crab, There, ladies, done in the smack of a whip, and 
oti horseback too. 

Joseph S. (r.) a very Phoebiis, mounted — ^indeed, Sir- 
Benjamin. 

Sir B. O dear, sir ! trifles— trifles. 

ErUer Maria and Lady Teazle, u 

Mn. C* I must have a copy* 

Lady S. Lady Teazle, I hope we shall see Sir Peter ? 

Lady T, I believe he*ll wait on your ladyship presently. 

Ladp S, Maria, my dear, you look grave.' Come, you 
shall sit down to piquet wi^ Mr; Surface. 
^ Maria» I take very little pleasure in cards — however, 
rU do as your ladyship pleases. 

[Retit€9 up centre, with Lady Sneerwell and Surface. 

Lady T. I am surprised Mr. Surface should sit dowu 
with her ; 1 thought he would have embraced this oppoi - 
tunity of speaking to me, before Sir Peter came. [Aside* 

Mrs, C* [They all advance*"] Now, Til die, but you are 
80 scandalous, I'll forswear your society. 

Lady T. What's tlie matter, Mrs. Candour ? 

Mrs, C* They'll not allow our friend Miss Vermillion 
to be handsome. 

Lady S> [Comes down, l.] 0> surely, she is a pretty 
woman. ' 

Crab* I am very glad you think so, ma'am. 

Mrs, C* She has a cfaaiming fresh colour. 

Lady T, [Crosses, c.] Yes, when it is fresh put on. 

Mrs. C. O fie 1 I'll swear her colour is natural : I have 
seen it come and go. 

Lady T. I dare swear you have, ma'am : it goes off at 
night, and comes again in the morning. 

Mrs. C, Ha! ha! ha I how I hate to hear you talk so! 
But surely now, her sister is, or was, very handsome. 
' Crab. Who ? Mrs. Evergi-een ? O Lord ! she's six and 
fa'ty if she's an hour ! 

Mrs. C. Now positively you wrong her ; fifty-two or 
fifty-three is the utmast^aud I don't think she looks 
more. * ' : . 

c3 - - 
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Sfr JJ. (ft. c.) Ah ! there's no judging by her lotiks, 
unless ODC could Bee her face. 

Lad9 S. (l.) Well, well, if Mrj. Evergreen does take 
some pains to repair the ravages of time, you must allow 
she effects it with great ingenuity ; and sarely that's better 
than the careless manner in which the widow Ochre caulkft 
her wrinkles. 

Sir B. Nay, now, Lady Sneer well, yon are severe upon 
the widow. . Come, come, 'tis not that she paints so ill — 
but when she has finished her face, she^'oins it on so badly 
to her neck, that she looks like a mended statue, in whk£ 
the connoisseur may see at once that the head is modei'n, 
though the trunk 's antique. 

Crab. Ha! ha! ha! Well said, nephew ! 

[Servants give the Characters cqffeef &c, and wait SehiruL 

Mrs* C. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Well, you make me laugh ; but I 
vow I hate you for it. What do you thiuk of Miss Sim- 
per ? 

Sir B, Why she has very pretty teeth. 

Ladtf T, Yes, and on that account, when she is neither 

^ speaking or. laughinj; (which very seldom happens), she 

never absolutely shuts her mouth, but leaves it always on 

ajar, as it were, — thas. [Shows her teeth, 

Mrs. C. How can you be so ill-natured ? 

Lady T. Nay, I allow even that's better than the pains 
Mrs. Prim takes to conceal her losses in front She draws 
her moutli till it positively resembles the aperture of a 
poor's box, and all her words appear to slide out edgewise, 
as it were, — thus — How do you do, madam ? Yes^ ma- 
dam. [Mimics. 

Lady S. Very well, Lady Teazle ; I see you can be a 
little severe. 

lAidy 71 In defence of a friend it is but justice. But 
here comes Sir Peter to spoil our pleasantry. 

[Crosses to Sir Bes\;amin. 

Bnter Sm Petbik TtaAKLB, u 

Sir P. Ladies, your most obedient. Mercy on mc ! 
here is the whole set! a character dead at every word, J 

ppose. [^side. 

Mrs. C. I am rejoiced you are come, Sir Peter. The^ 
have been so censorious— they'll allow good qualities to 
nobody. 

Sfr p. That must be vei'y distressing to you, indeed, Mrs. 
Cafid(U)r. 
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Mrs, C. Not even good natare to our friend Mrs. Pursy. 

Lady 1\ What, the fat dowager who was at Mrs. Qua- 
diilles, last night ? 

Mrs, C, Nay, but her bulk is her misfortune ; and when 
she takes such pains to get rid of it^ you ought not to re- 
ject on her. 

JLady 5. That's very true, indeed. 

Lady T, Yes, I know she almost lives on acids and small 
whey ; laces herself by pullies ; and often in Ijlie hottest 
^loon in summefr, you may see her on a little squat poney, 
with her hair plaited up behind like a drummer's, and puf- 
6ng round the Ring on a full trot. 

Mrs, C, I thank you, Lady Teazle, for defending her. 

Sir P. Yes, a good defence, truly ! 

Mrs, C. But, Sir fieujaniin is as censorious as Miss 
SJ1.U0W. » 

Crab, Yes, and she is a curious being to pretend to be 
censorious — an awkward gawky, without any one good 
point under heaven. 

Mrs. C. Positively, you shall not be so very severe. Misft 
Sallow is a near relation of mine bv marriage, and as for 
her person, great allowance is to be made ; for, let me tell 
you, a woman labours under many disadvantages who tries 
to pass for a girl at six and thirty. 

Lady S, libough, surely, she is handsome still — and for 
the weakness in her eyes, considering how much she reads 
by candlelight, it is not to he wondered s^t* 

Mrs. C, True, and then as to her manner ; upon my word, 
I think it is particularly graceful, considering she never had 
the least education: for you know her mother was a 
Welsh milliner, and her fadier a sugar-baker at Bristol. 

$fr B. Ah ! you are both of you too good-natured ! 

Sir P. Ye«, damned good-natured ! 'Iliis their own re- 
lation ! mercy on me 1 [^side* 

Sir B* And Mrs. Candour is of so moral a turn. 

Mrs, C. Well, I will never join in ridiculing a friend ; 
asid so I constantly tell my cousin Ogle ; and you all know 
what pretensions she has to be critical on beauty. 

Crab* O to be sure I she has herself the oddest counter 
•nance that ever was seen; lis a collection of features 
from all the different countries of the globe, 

Shr B, .So she has, indeed — an Irish front — 
-'4Jrab, Caledonian lock»— 

StrBi Dutch nose-^ 

Cr«6. Ai 
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Sir B. Complexion of a Spaniard — 

Crab' /\nd teeth h la CAinoU^- 

Sir B, In short, her face resembles a htble d^hdte at Spa 
-—where no two guests are of a nation — 

Crab. Or a congress at .the close of a general war — 
wherein all the members, even to her eyes, appear to have 
* a different interest and her noss and chin ai'e the only 
parties likely to join issue. 

Mrs. C. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir P. Mercy on my life ! — a person they dine with twice 
a week. [Aside. 

Mrs. C. Nay, but I vow yoti shall not carry the laugh off 
so— for, give me leave to say, that Mrs. Ogle — 

Sir F. [Crosses to Mrs. Camiottr.] Madam, madam, I 
beg your pardon — there's no stopping these good gentle- 
men's tongues. But when 1 tell you, Mrs. Candour, that 
the lady they are abusing is a particular friend of mine, I 
hope you'll not take her part [Mrs. Candour turns up stage. 

LadffS. Ha! ha! ha! Well said, Sir Peter! but you 
are a cruel creature,^*too phlegmatic yourself for a jest, 
and too peevish to allow wit in others. 

Sir P. Ah ! madam, true wit is more nearly allied to 
good-nature than your ladyship is aware of. 

Lady T. True, Sir Peter ; I believe they are so near akin 
that they can never be united. 

Sir B. Or rather, suppose tnem man and wife, because 
one so seldom sees them together. 

Lady T. But Sir Peter is such an enemy to scandal, I 
believe he would have it put down by parliament* 

Sir P. 'Fore heaven, madam, if they were to consider 
the sporting with reputation of as much importance 9ig 
poaching on manors, and pass an act for the preservation 
of fame, as well as game, I believe many would thank them 
for the bill. 

LadyS. OLud! Sir Peter $ would you deprive us of our 
privileges ? 

Sir P. Ay, madam ; and then no person should be per.* 
mitted to kill characters and run down reputations, but 
qualified old maids and disappointed widows. 

Lady S. Go, you monster ! 

Mrs. C. But, surely, you would not be quite so severe 
on those who only report what they heAr ? 

Sir P. Yes, madam, I would have law merchant for 
them too ; and in all cases of slander currency, whenever 
the dmwer of the lie was not to be found, the injured par- 
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ties should bave a right to come on any of the indbrj^ers. 

[Servant enters l. and w/iispers Sir Peter* 

Crab, Well, for ray part, I believe there uever was a 
scandalous tale without some foundation. 

Lady S. Come, ladies, shall we sit down to cards in the 
next room ? 

Sir P. [To the Servant,"] ru be with them directly.— 1*11 
fet away unperceived. [^Apart.] lEait Servant, l. 

Lady S, Sir Peter, you are not going to leave us ? 

Sir P. Your ladyship must excuse me ; Tm called away 
by particular business. But I leave my character behind 
jue. [Ejtit Sir Peter, l. 

Sir B. Well — certainly. Lady Teazle, that lord of yours 
hr a strange being : I could tell you some stories of Him 
would make you laugh heartily, if he were not your 
husband. 

Lady T» O, pray don't mind that; — why doa't you ?— 
come, do let's hear them. [Joins the rest of the company 
going into the next rrtom l. u. b. Surface and Maria advanoe* 

Joseph S. Alaria, I see you have no satis&ction in this 
society. 

Maria, (l.) How is it possible I should ?^-If to raise 
nialicioud smiles at the infirmities or misfortunes of those 
who have never injured us, be the province of wit or 
humour, Heaven grant me a double portion of dulness I 

Joseph S, (r.) Yet they appear more ill-natured than they 
are, — ^they have no malice at heart 

Maria* Then is their conduct still more contemptible ; 
for, in my opinion, nothing could excuse Ae intemperance 
of their tongues, but a natural and uncDntrollable liitter- 
ness of mind. 

Joseph S, But can you, Maria, feel thus for others, and 
be unkind to me alone ? — Is hope to be denied the ten- 
derest passiim ? 

Maria, Why will you distress me by renewing this sub- 
ject ? 

Joseph S, Ah, Maria ! you would not treat me thus, and 
oppose your guardian. Sir Peter's will, but that I see (hat 
profligate Charles is still a favoured rival. 

Maria, Ungenerously urged !— But whatever my senti- 
ments are for that unfoitunate young roan, be assured I 
shall not feel more bound to give him up, because his dis« 
tresses have lost him the regard even of a brother. 

[Crosses y'R^ 

Joseph S, (l.) Nay, but Maria, do not leave me with a 
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frown : by all that's honest, I swear. Gad's life, here'3 
Lady Teazle ! — [v/«(fc.]— You must not--no, Vou «hall not 
— for, though I have the greatest regard for Lady Teazle — 

Maria, Lady Teazle ? 

Joseph 5. Yet, were Sir Peter to subpect — 

JSnter Lady Teaz^.^, l. u. e. and comet forward, c. 

Lady T, What is this, pray ? Does he take her for mtf 
—Child, yoii are wanted in the next room.— [ExU Maria, 
L. u. E.]— What is all this, pray ? 

Joseph S. (l.) O, the most unlucky circumstance in na- 
ture I Maria has somehow suspected the tender concern I 
have for your happiness, and threatened, to acquaint Sir 
Peter with her suspicions, and I was just endeavouring to 
reason with her when yon came in. 

Lady T, Indeed ! but you seemed to adopt a very tender 
method of reasoning — do you usually argue on your knees ? 

Joseph S, O, she's a child, and I thought a little bombast 
— But, J>ady Tea2le,^when are you to give me your judg- 
ment on my library, as you promised ? 

Lady T. No, no ; I begin tf) think it would be impru* 
deiit, and you know I admit you as a lover no farther than 
fashion requires. 

Joseph S, True — a mere plsitonic cicisbeo— what every 
Loudon wife is entitled to. 

Lady T, Certainly, one must not be out of the fashioii. 
However, I have so manv of my country prejudices left, 
that, though Sir Peter's ill-humour may vex me ever so, it 
nevei* shall provoke me to — 

Joseph S, The only revenge in your power. Well — I 
applaud your moderation. 

Lady T. Go — ^you are an insinuating wretch. [CrotHS^ 
L.] —But we shall be missed — let us join the company. 

Joseph S* But we had best not return together* 

Lady T. Well — dont stay ; for Maiia sha'n't come to 
hear any more of your reasoning, I promise you. 

lExH Lady Teazle, l. u. e. 

Joseph S. A curious dilemma, truly, my politics have run 
me into! I wanted, at Arst, only to ingratiate myself with 
Lady Teazle, that she might not be my enemy with Maria ; 
and I have, I don't know how, become her serious lover. 
Sincerely, I begin to wish I had never made such a point uf 
gaining so very good a character, for it has led me into so 
many damn'd rogueries, that I doubt I shall be exposed at 
liUiU [E Ant tit. 
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SCENE III — Sir Peter Teazle* t. 

Eniet Si a Oliver Surface and Rowley, l. 

Sir 0. (r.) Ha ! ha ! ha ! So my old friend is married, 
}iey ? — a young wife oat of the country. — Ha 1 ha ! ha! 
That he should have stood bluff to old bachelor so long, and 
sink info a husband at last. 

Bow. (l.) But you must not rally him on the subject, 
Sir differ : His a tender point» I assure you, though he has 
been married only seven months. 

Sir O. Then lie has been j ust half a y^ar on the stool of 

repentance ! — Poor Peter! But you say he has entirely 

given up Charles, — never sees hiiu, hey ? 

Bow. His prejudice ajgainst him is astonishing, and I am 
sure, greatly increased bv a jealousy of him with Lady Tea- 
zle, which be has been industriously led into by a scanda- 
lous society in the neighbourhood, who have contributed 
not a little to Charles's ill name. Whereas, tlie truth is, I 
believe, if the lady is partial to eitlier of them, his brother 
is the favourite. 

Sir O, (r.) Ay, I know there are a set of malicious, pra- 
ting prudent gossips, both male and female, who murder 
characters to kill time ; and will rob a young fellow of his 
good name, before he has years to know the value of It.— 
But I am not to be prejudiced against my nephew hy such, 
I promise you. — No, no, — if Charles has done nothing 
false or mean, I shall compound for his extravagance. 

Bote, (l.) llien, my life on't, you will reclaim biro* 
Ah, sir ! it gives me new life to find that yot/r heart is 
not turned against him ; and th^t the sou of my good old 
master has one friend, however, left. 

Sir O. What, shall I forget. Master Rowley, when I was 
at his years myself ? — Egad, my brother and I were neither 
of Us very prudent youths ; and yet, I believe, you have not 
seen many better men than your old master was. 

Bow», Sir, 'tis this reflection gives mc assurance that 
Charles may yet be a credit tp his family. — ^But here comes 
Sir Peter. [Goes a little up. 

Sir 0. Egad, so he does.— Mercy on me \ — he's greatly 
altered— and seems to have a settled married look ! Oije 
may read husband In his face at this distance ! 

Enter Sir Peter Teazle, r. 

Sir P. Tr.) Hah ! Sir Oliver— my old friend! Weltome 
to England a thousand times ! 
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SirO, (c.) lliank you— >thank you. Sir Peter! and 
'faith I am glad to find you well, believe me. 

Sir P. (r.) Oh ! tis a long time since we met — fifteen 
years, I doubt, Sir Oliver, and mauy a cross accident in the 
time. 

Sir 0. Ay, I have had my share. — But, what ! I find you 
are married, hey, my old boy ? — Well, well— it can't be 
helped— and so — I wish yon joy with all my heart. 

Sir P. lliank you, thank you, Sir Oliver. — Yes, I have 
entered into— the happy state ; — but we'll not talk of that 
now. ^ 

Sir O. Tru^, true. Sir Peter : old friends should not be- 
gin on grievances at first meeting — no, no, no. — 

Row* (l.) Take care, pray, sir. — 

Sir O. Well — so one of my nephews is a wild rogue^^ I 
find, hey ? 

Sir P. Wild !— Ah ! my old friend, I grieve for your dis- 
appointment there ; he's a lost young man, indeed. How- 
ever, his brother wilV make youamelids ; Joseph is, indeed, 
what a youth should be. Every body in the world speaks 
well of him. 

Sir O. I am sorry to hear it ; he has too good a charac- 
ter to be an- honest fellow. Every body speaks well of 
him!— Pshaw! then he has bowed as low to knaves and 
fools as to the honest dignity of genius and virtue. 

Sir P. What, Sir Oliver ! do you blame hhn for not 
making enemies ? 

6tf* O. Yes, if he has merit enough to deserve them. 

Sir P, Well, well — ^you'll be convinced when you know 
him. Tis edification to hear him converse ; he professes 
the noblest sentiments. 

SirO. Oh! plague of his sentiments I If he salutes roe 
with a scrap of morality in his mouth, I shall be sick di- 
rectly.— But, however, don't mistake me. Sir Peter; I 
don't mean to defend Charles's errors : but before I form 
ny judgment of either of them, I intend to make a trial of 
their hearts ; and my fnend Rowley and I have planned 
something for the purpose. 

Row. And Sir Peter shall owa for once he has been mis- 
taken. 

Sir P, Oh! ray life on Joseph's honour. 

Sir O. Well — come, give us a bottle of good wine, and 
we'll drink the lads' health, and tell you our scheme. 

[Crossay R. 

SkP. AlUmtihtuX 
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Sir 0, And doo't. Sir Peter, be so severe against your 
old friend's sou. Odds my life ! I am not sorry that he 
has nip oat of the coarse a little : for my part, I hate to see 
pradeuce clinging to the green suckers of youth ; 'tis like 
ivy round a sapling, and spqils the growth of the tree. 

[Exeunt y lu 

EKD OF ACT II. 



ACT III. 

^ SCENE I.— 5Jr Peter Teaxii'i. 

EtUer Sir Oliver Surface^ Sir Peter Teazle, and 

Rowley, r. 

Sir P. (c.) Well, then, we will see this fellow first, and 
have our wine afterwards : — ^but how is this, mastei' Row- 
ley ? 1 don't see the jet of your scheme. 

Row, (r.) Why, sir, this Mr. Stanley, whom I was 
speaking of, is nearly related to them by their mother. He 
was once a merchant in Dublin, but- has been ruined by a 
series of undeserved oaisfortunes. He has applied, by let- 
ter, since his confinement, both to Mr. Surface, and 
Charles ; from the former he has received notliing but 
evasive promises of future service, while Charles has done, 
ftll that his extravagance has left him power to do ; and he 
is, at this time, endeavouring to raise a sum of money, part 
of which, in tiie midst of his own distresses, I know he 
intends for the service of poor Stanley. 

Sir 0. (l.) Ah I he is my brother's son. 

Sir P. Well, but how is Sir Oliver personally to — 

JRow, Why, sir, 1 will inform Charles and his brother^ 
that Stanley has obtained permission to apply personally to 
his fiiends, and as they have neither of them ever seen 
him, let Sir Oliver assume his character, and he will have 
8 fur opportunity of judging, at least, of the benevolence 
of their dispositions ; and believe me, sir, you will find iu 
the youngest brother, one, who, in the midst of folly and 
dissipation, has still, .as our Immortal bard expresses it, — 
** a heart to pity, and a hand, open as day, for melting 
charity." 

Sir P. Psh^w I What signifies his having an. open hand 
or purse either, when he has nothing left to give ? Well, 
well—make the ti'ial, if you please. But where is the fel^ 

D 
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low whom you brought for Sir Oliver to e;cumhie, relative 
to Charles's affairs ? 

Row, Below, waiting his commands, aud no one can 
inve him bettfer intelligence. This, Sir Oliver, is a friendly 
Jew, who, to do him justice, has done every thing in his 
power to bring your nephew to a proper sense of his ex- 
travagance, a 

Sir P, Pray let us have him in. 

Row* Desire Mr. Moses to walk up stiirs. 

Sir P. But, pray, why should you suppose he will speak 
the truth ? 

Row* Oh! I have convinced him that he has no 
chance of recovering certain sums advanced to Charles, 
but through the bounty of Sir Oliver,. who he knows is ar- 
rived; so that you may depend on his fidelity to hisoviii 
interests : I have also another evidence in my power, oue 
Snake, whom I have detected in a matter little short of 
forgery, and shall shortly produce to remove some of your 
prejudices. Sir Peter, relative to Charles and Lady Teazle. 

Sir P, 1 have heard too much on that subject. 

Rmo, Here comes the honest Israelite. — 

Enter Moses, r« 

This is Sir Oliver. 

Sir 0. Sir, I understand you have lately had great deal~ 
ings with my nephew, Charles. 

Moses. {Crosses to Sir O.] Yes, Sir Oliver, I have done 
all I could for him ; but he was ruined before he came to 
me for assistance. 

Sir O, That was unlucky, truly ; for you have had no 
opportunity of showing your talents. 

Moses. None at all ; I hadn't the pleasure of knowing 
his distresses till he was some thousands worse than 
nothing. 

Sir 0. tJufortanate, indeed ! — But I suppose you have 
done all in your power for him, honest Moses ? 

Moses. Yes, he knows that ; — this very evening I was to 
have brought him a gentleman fi'om the city, who does not 
know him, and will, I believe, advance him some money. 

Sir P. What,— one, Charles never had money from be- 
fore ? r 

Moses. Yes — Mr. Premium, of Crutched Friars, for- 
merly a broker. 

Sir P. Egad, Sir Oliver, a thought strikes me I — Chai'lci, 
you say, does not know Mr. Premium ? 
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Moses, Not at all. 
. Sir P. Now theft, Sir Oliver, you may have d[ better op- 
portunity of satisfying yourself tlian by an old romancing 
tale of a poor relation : go with my friend Moses, and re- 
present Premium, and then, I'll answer for it, you'll sec 
your nephew in all his glory. 

Sir O. £gad, 1 like this idea better than the other, and I 
may visit Joseph afterwards as old Stanley. 
Sir P. True — so you may. 

Bow. Well, this is taking Charles rather at a disad-^ 
vantage, to be sure ;— however, Moses, you understand 
Sir Peter, and will be faithful ? 

Moses, Yon may depend upon me ; ILooks at his waich.] 
this is near the time I was to have gone. [Crosses l. 

Sir O. ru accompany you as soon as you please, Moses 

BuE hold ! I have forgot one thing — how tlie plague 

shall I be able to pass for a Jew ? 

Moses* There's no need — ^the principal is Christian. 

Sir O, Is he ? Fm very sorry to hear it. But then 
again, an't I rather too smartly pressed to look like » 
money lender ? 

Sir P. Not at all ; 'twould not be out of character, if 
you went in your own carriage, — ^would it, Moses ? 

Moses, Not in the least. 

Sir 0. Well— bnt how must I talk ?— there's certainly 
some cant of usury and mode of treating that I ought to 
know. 

Sir P. O ! there's not much to learn. The great point, 
~ as I take it, is to be exorbitant enough in your demands 
— hey, Moses ? 

Moses, Yes, that's a very great point. 
, Sir O. ru answer for't I'll not be wanting in that. I'll 
ask him eight or ten per cent, on the loan, at least 

Moses* If you ask him no more than that, you'll be 
discovered immediately. 

Sir O. Hey !— what the plague I — how much then ? 

Moses. That depends upon the circumstances. If he 
appears not very anxious for the supply, you should re- 
quire only forty or fifty per cent. ; but if you find him m 
great distress, and want the monies very bad, you may ask 
double. 

Sir P. A good honest trade you're learning. Sir Oliver ! 

Sir O, Ti'uly, I think so — and not unprofitable. 

Moses* Then, you know, you hav'n't tlic monies your- 
self, but are forced to borrow them for him of a friend. 

D 2 
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Sir O. Oh ! I borrow it of a friend, do 1 ? 

Moses, Yes ; and your friend is au unconscionable dog : 
bi\t you can't help that. 

Sir O, My friend an unconscionable dog, is he ? 

Moses, Yes, and he himself has not the monies by him, 
but is forced to sell stock at a great loss. 

Sir O, He is forced to sell stock at a great loss, is he ? 
Well, that';$ very kind of him. 

Str P. rfaith. Sir Oliver — Mr, Premium, I mean,.— you'll 
soon be master of the trade. 

Str O. Moses shall give me farther instructions as we 
go together. 

Sir P, You will not have much time, for your nephew 
lives bard by. 

Sir 0. O ! never fear : my tutor appears so able, that 
though Charles lived in the next street, it must be my own 
fault if I am not a complete rogue before I turn the corner*. 

[Ejpeunt Sir Oliver Surface and Mosei, L. 

Sir P. So, now, 1 think Sir Oliver will be convinced : 
you are partial, Rowley, and would have prepared Charles 
for the other plot. 

JRow. No, upon my" word. Sir Peter. 

Sir P, Well, go bring me this Snake, and Fll hear what 
he has to say, presently. — I see Maria, and want to speak 
with her. lJSj;ii Rowley y R.] I should be glad to be cou- 
vinced my suspicions of Lady Teazle and Charles were un- 
just. I have never yet opened my mind on this subject to 
my friend Joseph — I am determined I will do it — ^he will 
give me his opinion sincerely. 

Enter Maria, l. 

So, child, has Mr. Surface returned with you ? 
^ Maria, (l.) No, sir ; he wa* engaged. 

Sir P, (r.) Well, Maria, do you not reflect, the more 
you converse with that amiable young man, what return 
his partiality for you deserves ? 

Maria, Indeed, Sir Peter, your fi-equent Importunity on 
this subject distresses me extremely— you compel me to 
declare, that I know no man who has ever paid me a par- 
ticular attention, whom I would not prefer to Mr. Surface. 

Sir P. ^So — here's perverseness ! — No, no, Maria, 'tis 
Charles only whom you would prefer. "Pis evident his 
vices and follies have won your heart. 

Maria, 'Phis is unkind, sir. You know I have obeyed 
you in neither seeing nor corresponding with him : I have 
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heard enough to troDvinoie me that heia unworth]^ my re- 
gard. Yet I cannot think it culpable, if, while my uuder- 
•tandiog severely condemns his vices, my heart snggests 
some pity for his distresses." 

Sir P, Well, well, pity him as much as you please ; but 
give your heart and hand to a worthier object. 

Maria, Never to his brother ! [Crosses, UL 

Sir F, Go — perverse and obstinate ! but take care, 
madam ; you have never yet known what the authority of 
a guardian is : don't compel me to inform you of it. - 

Maria, 1 can oiriy say, you shall not have just reason. 
'Tis true, by my father's will, 1 am for a short period 
bound to regard yoa as his substitute ; but must cease to 
think you so-, whep you would compel me to be miserable* 

[JEiVif Mat-ia, a. 

Sir P. Was ever man so crossed as I am ?'Ev«ry thing 
•conspiring to fret me ! I had not been involved in matri- 
mony a fortnight, before her father, a hale and hearty man^ 
died, on purpose, I believe, for the pleasure of plaguing me 
with the care of his daughter. [Lady Teazle siggs without.'] 
But here comes my helpmate ! She appears in great good 
humour. HoW happy I should be if I could tease her into 
Ipving me^ though but a little ! 

Enter Lady Teazle, r. 

Lady T. Lud ! Sir Peter, I hope you havn*t been quar- 
relling with Maria? It is not using me well to be ill- 
humoured when 1 am not by. 

Sir P, (l.) Ah ! Lady Teazle, you might have the 
power to make me good-humoured at all times. 

Lady T. (r.^ I am sure I wish I had ; for I want you to 
^be in a charmmg sweet temper at this moment. Do be 
good-humoured now^ and let me have two hundred 
pounds, will you ? 

Sir P, Two hundred pounds ! What, an*t I to be in a 
good humour without paying for it ? But speak to me tlius, 
and i'faith there's nothing I could refuse you. Vou shall 
have it ; {^Gipes her mtes\ but seal me a bond for the re- 
payment 

Lady T, O nor-tUere— my note of haiid will do as well. 

[Offering her Jtand, 

Sir P, And you shall no longer reproach me with not 
giving you an independent settlement. I mean shortly to 
surprise you :^>but shall we always live thus, hey? 

Lady 1\ If you please. I'm suro I don't cart how soon 

D 3 
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we leave off quarrelling, provided you'll own you were 
tired first 

Sir P, Well— then, let our future contest be, who shall 
be most obliging. 

Lady 1\ 1 assure you. Sir Peter, good nature becomes 
you—you look now as you did before we were married, 
when you used to wallc with me under the clm3, and tell 
me stories of what a gallant you were in your youth, and 
chuclv me uhder the chin, you would ; and ask me if T 
thought I could love an old fellow, who would deny me 
nothing — didn't you ? 

Sir P, Yes, yes, and you were as kind and attentive — 

Lady T, Ay, so I was, and would always take your 
part, when my acquaintance used to abuse you, and turu' 
you into ridicule. 

Sir P. Indeed! 
r Lady T, Ay, and when my cousin Sophy has called you 
a stiff, peevish old bachelor, and laughed at me for think- 
ing of marrying qne who might be my father, I have al- 
ways defended you, and said, I didn't think ' you so ugly 
by any means. 

Sir P. lliank yon. 

Lady T, And I dared say you'd make a very good sort of 
a husband. 

Sir P, And you prophesied right ; and we shall now be 
the happiest couple — 

Lady T, And never differ again ? 

Sir P. No, never ! — though at the same time, indeed^ 
my dear Lady Teazle, you must watch your temper very 
seriously ; for in all our little quarrels, my dear, if you 
recollect, my love, you always b^gin first. 

Lady T. I beg your pardou, my dear Sir Peter : indeed, 
you always gave the provocation. 

Sir P, Now see, my angel ! take care — contradicting 
isn't the way to keep friends. 

Lady T. Then don't you begin it, my love ! 

€ir P. There, now ! you— you are going on. You 
don't perceive, my life, that you arc just doing the very 
thing which you know always makes me angry. 

Lady T. Nay, you know if you will be angry without 
any reason, my dear — 

Sir P. There ! now you want to quarrel again. 

Lady T, No, I am sure I don't :.r-but if you will be 
80 peevish — 

Sir P. There now ! who begins first ? 
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Lady T, Why you, to be sure. J said notbing— but 
there's uo bearing your temper. 

Sir P, No, uo, madam : the fault's in your own temper. 

Lady T* Ay, you are just what my cousin Sophy said 
you would be. 

Sir P. Your cousin Sophy is a forward impertinent 

gipsy. 

Lady T, You are a great bear, I'm sure, to abuse my 
relations. 

Sir P. Now may all the plagues of marriage be doubled 
on me, if ever I try to be friends with you any more ! 

Lady T, Sd much the better. 

Sir P. No, no, iuadam : 'tis evident you never cared 
a pin for me, and I was a madman to marry you — a pert, 
rural coquette, that had refused half the honest 'squires in 
the neighbourhood. 

Lady T» And I am sure I wai a fool to marry you — 
au old dangling^ bachelor, who was single at fifty, only 
because he never could meet with any one who would 
have him. [Crosses , l. 

Sir P, Ay, ay, madam ; but you were pleased enough 
to listen to me : you never had such an offf-r before. 

Lady T. No ! didn't I refuse Sir Tivy Terrier, who 
every body siud would have been a better match ? for his 
estate is just as good as yours, and he has broke his neck 
since we have been married. [Crosses^ k. 

Sir P. (l.) I have done with you, mada^ 1 You are an 
unfeeling, ungrateful — but there's an end of everv thing. 
I believe you capable of every thing that is bad. — Yes, 
madam, I now believe the. reports relative to you and 
Charles, madam. — Yes, madam, you and Charles are^- 
not without grounds — 

Lady T. (r.) Take care. Sir Peter ! you bad better not 
insinuate any such thing! I'll not be suspected without 
cause, I promise you. 

Sir P. Very well, madam ! very well ! A separate 
maintenance as soon as you please. Yes, madam, or a 
divorce ! — 1*11 make an example of myself for the benefit 
ofall old bachelors. 

Lady 1\ Agreed \ agreed ! — ^And now, my dear Sir 
Pcttr, we are of a mind once more, we maybe the happiest 
couple — and never differ again, you know — ha! ha! ha! 
Well, you are going to be in a passion, I see, and I shall 
only interrupt you — so, bye — ^bye. [KxU^ n. 

Sir /». IMagucs and tortures ! Can't I make her angry 
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cither ! Oh, I am the most miserable fellow ! but HI 
not bear her presuming to keep her temper : no ! she may 
break my heart, but she sha'u't keep her temper. lEofii, a. 

SCENE U,~^harle9 Swface*9 House. 

Enter Trip, Sir Oliver Surface, and Moses, l. 

Trip* Here, master Moses ! if you'll stay a momeati Til 
try whether — what's the gentleman's name ? 

Sir 0, Mr. Moses, what is my name ? 

Moses. Mr. Premium. 

Trip, Premium — ^very well. {Exit Trip, taking smt^, R. 

ftir 0. (r.) To judge by tlie servants, one wouldn't 
believe the master was ruined. But what ! — sure, this 
was my brother's house? 

Moses, (L.) Yes, sir; Mr. Charles bought it of Mr. 
Joseph, with the furniture, pictures, &c. just as the old 
gentleman left it. Sir Peter thought it a piece of extra- 
vagance in him. 

Sir O, In my mind, the other's economy in selling jl to 
him was more reprehensible by half. 

Re-enter Trip, r. 

Trip* My master says you must wait, gentlemen: he 
has company, and can't speak with you yet. 

SirO. If he knew who it was wanted to see him^ 
perhaps he would not send such a message ? 

Trip. Yes, yes, sir : he knows you are here — I did not 
forget little Premium : no, no, no. 

Sir 0. Very well 5 and I pray, sir, what may be your 
name? 

TYip, Ti-ip, sir ; my name is Trip, at your service. 
' Sir 0. Well then, Mr. Trip, you have a pleasant sort of 
place here, I guess ? 

Trip. Why, yes — ^hcre are three or four of us pass our 
time agreeably enough ; but then our wages are sometimes 
a little in arrcar — and not very . great either — ^but fifty 
pounds a year, and find our oWn bags and bouquets. 

[Crosses to Moses. 

Sir O, Bags and bouquets ! halters and bastinadoes ! 

Inside. 

Trip. And, a-propos, Moses-^iavc you been able to get 
me that little bill discounted ? 

Sir O. Wants to raise money too !— mercy on me 1 Has 
his distresses too, I warrant, like a lord, and affects cre- 
ditors and duu5. [Askte. 
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Moaet* (l,) 'Twas not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip. 

[Gives Trip the note, 

Trip^ (c.) Good lack, you surprise me ! My friend 
Brush has indorsed it, and I thought when he put his 
name at the back of a bill 'twas the same as cash. 

Moses, No I 'twouldu*t do. 

Trip* A small sum— but twenty pounds. Hark'ee, 
Moses, do you thhik you couldn't get it me by way of 
annuity ? 

Sir O. (r.) An annuity I ha ! ha ! a footman rsdse money 
by way of annuity I Well done, luxury, egad ! Inside* 

Moses. Well, but you must ensure your place. 

Trip, O with all my heait ! I'll ensure my place, and 
my life too, if you please. 

Sir 0. It's more than I would your neck. lAside. 

Moses, But is there nothing you could deposit ? 

Trip, Why, nothing capital of my master's wardrobe 
has dropped lately ; [Beilnngs, r.] but I could give you a 
D>ortgage on some of his winter clothes, -with equity of 
redemption' before November — or you shall have the 
reversion of the French velvet, or a post-obit on the blue 
and silver : [Bell rirtgs R.] these, I should think, Moses^ 
with a few pair of point ruffles, as a collateral security* 
— [Bell rings, ».] — Egad, [Crosses, r.] 1 heard the bell ! 
I believe, gentlemen, I can now introduce you. Don't 
forget the annuity, little Moses ! This way, gentlemen. 
th insure my place, you know* 

Sir O. If, the man be a shadow of the master, this u» 
the temple of dissipation iodeed ! [Eaeunt^ n, 

SCENE lil.-^Antique Hatt. 

Charles Surface, Careless, Sir Harry, ^c, at a 

table, with wine, 8fc. 

Charles S, [Seated at the head of the tahle,^ 'Fore heaven, 
tis true ! — ^there's the great degeneracy of the age. Many 
of our acqusuntanoe have taste, spirit, and politeness ; 
but, plague on't, they won't drink wine. 

Care, [Seated r o/table,^ It is so indeed, Charles I they 
give into all the sii)stantial luxuries of the table, and 
abstain from nothing but wine and wit. O, certainly 
society suffers by it intolerably : for now, instead of the 
social spirit of raillery that used to mantle over a glass of 
bright Burgundy, their conversation is become jusi like 
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tbe Spa water they drink, which has all the pertneM and 
flatulency of Champaigiie, without its spirit or flarour. 

Sir H. [Seaiid L. o/ijble.] But what are they to do who 
love play better than wine ? 

Care, True : there's Sir Hairy diets himself for gaming, 
and is now under a hazard regimen. 

Charles. Then he'll have the worst of it Wliat \ you 
wouldn't train a horse for the course by lEeeping liim 
from corn ? For my part, egad ! I am never so successful 
as when I am a little merry : let me throw on a buttle 
of Champaigne, and 1 never lose. 

All, Hey, what? 

Charles S. At least, I never feel my losses, which is 
exactly the same thing. 

Care, Ay, that I believe. 

Charles S. And then, what man can pretend to be a 
believer in love, who is an abjurer of wine ? 'Tis the 
test by which the lover knows his own heart' Fill a dozen 
bumpers to a dozen beauties, and she that floats at the 
top is the maid that has bewitched you. 

Care. Now then, Charles, be honest, and give u& your 
real favourite. 

Charles S, Why, I have withheld her only in compassion 
to you. If I toast her, you must give a round of her 
peers, which is impossible-^on earth. 

Care, Oh ! then we'll And &ome canonized vestals, or 
heathen goddesses that will do, I warrant ! 

Charles S. Here then, bumpers, you rogues ! bumpers! 
Maria i Maria! — 

Sir H. Maria who ? 

Charles S. O damn the surname — 'ds too foimal to be 
registered in Love's calendar j — Maria I 

^//. Maria! [They drink. 

Charles S. But now. Sir Harry, beware, we must have 
beauty superlative: 

Care. Nay, never study, Sir Harry: we'll stand to the 
toast, though your mistress should want an eye, and yoir 
know you have a song will excuse you. 

Sir H. Egad, so I have! and I'll give lilm tbe song, 
instead of the lady. 

SONG. 

Here's to the maiden of bashful fifteen; 
Here's to the widow of fifty j 
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Here's to the fiaunting extrBvaigant quean, 
And here's to t&e faoasewife that's thrifty. 

Chorus* Let the toast pass,— 
Drink to the lass, 
rU warrant she'll prove an excuse for the glass. 

Here's to the charmer whose dimples we prize ; 

Now to the maid who has none, sir : 
Here's to the girl with a.pairof blue eyes, 

And here's to the nymph with but on«, sir. 

Chorus. Let the toast pass, &c. 

Here's to the maid with a' bosom of anow ; 

Now to her that's as brown as a berry : 
Here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 

And now to the damsel that's merry. 

Chorus* Let the toast pass, &c. 

For let *em be clumsy, or let *em be slim. 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather ; 

$0 fill up your glasses, nay, fill to the brim, 
And let us e'en toast them together. 

Chorus, Let the toast pass, &c. 

^i/. Bravo ! Bravo ! 

Efiter Trip, r., and whispers Charubs Surface. 

Charles S. Gentlemen, you must excuse me a little. Care^ 
less, take the chair, will you ? [liises, and comes forward r. 
' Care, [Rises and comes doum, h."] Nay, prithee, Charles, 
what now ? This is one of your peerless beauties, 1 
suppose, has dropt in by chance ? *' 

Charles & No, faith ! To tell you the truth, 'tis a Jew 
and a broker, who are come by appointment 

Care, O damn it I lef s have the Jew in. 

Sir H. Ay, and the broker too, by all means. 
. Care, Yes, yes, the Jew and the broker. 

Charles S. £gad, with all my heart 1 Trip, bid the 
gentlemen walk in — [jE,vit Try?, r.]— though there's one 
of them a stranger, I can assure you. 

Care, Charles, let us give them some generous Bur- 
gundy, and perhaps they'll grow conscientious. 

Charles S. O hang'em, no ! wine does but draw forth a 
man's natural qualities ; and to make them drink would 
only be to whet their Vnaivery. 
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Enter Trip, Moses, and Sir Oliver Surface, r. 

They cross to L. 

Charles S, So, honest Moses, walk in : walk in, pray, 
Mr. Premium ^that's the gentleman's name ; isn't it, 
Moses? 

Moses. Yes, sir 

Charles S, Set chairs, TrifH-sit down, Mr. Premium — • 
glasses^ Trip — sit down, Moses. [They sit /o l. ] Come, 
Mr. Premium, I'll give you a sentiment ; here's Succen 
to usury ! — Moses, (ill the gentleman a bumper. 

Moses, Success to usury ! 

Care. Right, Moses — usury is prudence and Indastry, 
and deserves to succeed. 

Sir O. Then — her^s all the success it deserves , 

Care. [Rising y and coming forward.'] No, no, that won't 
do! Mr. Premium, you have demurred at the toast^ and 
must drink it in a pint bumper. 

Sir H. A pint bumper, at least 

Moses. O pray, sir, consider— Mr. Premiam's a gen- 
tleman. 

Care. And therefore loves goed wine. 

Sir H. Give Moses a quart glass— this Is mutiny, and a 
high contempt for the chair. 

Charles S. No, haug it, you shan't ! Mr. Premium's 
a stranger. 

Care. Plague on 'em then !— if they won't driuk, we'll 
not sit down with them. Come, Harry, the dice are in 
the next room — Charles, you'll join us when you have 
finished your business with the gentlemen ? 

Charles S. I will 1 1 will ! [Exeunt all the Gentlemen^ r.] 
Careless ! 

Care. [Retumitig.] Well ! 

Charles S. Perhaps 1 may waut yon. 

Care. O, you know I am always ready : word, note, 
or bond, 'tis all the same to me. [Exity r. 

Moses. Sir, this is Mr. Premium, a gentleman of the 
strictest honour and secresy ; and always performs what he 
undertakes. Mr. Premium, this is — 

Charles S. [Putting Moses across to L.] Pshaw* ha^-e 
done. — Sir, my friend Moses is a very honest fellow, but 
a little slow at expression : he'll be an hour giving us our 
titles. Mr. Premium, the plain state of the matter is this : 
I am an extravagant young fellow, who want money to 
borrow — you I take to he a prudent old fellow, who has 
got money to lend.— I am blockhead enough to give fifty 
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percent sooner than not have it ; and you, I presume, hre 
rogue enough to take a hundred if you can get it. Now, 
sir, you see we are acquainted at once, and may proceed to 
ftiisiuess without father ceremony. 

SirO. Exceeding frank, upon my word. — J see, sir, 
you are not a man of many complimeotis. 

Charles S» Oh no, sir; plain dealing in hnsinesft I 
always tiiink best * 

Sir O. Sir, I like you the better for it^however, you 
are mistaken in one thing ; I have no money to lend, but I 
believe Leonid procure some of a friend; but then he's aa 
unconscionable dog ; is'nt he, Moses ? And ;nust sell 
stock to accommodate you — mnst'nt he, Moses ? 

Mosii, Yes, indeed ! You know I always speak the 
truth, and scorn to tell a lie ! 

Charles S. Right. [Crosses cenifg.'} People that speak 
truth generally do : but these are trifles, Mr. Premium. 
What ! I know money isn't to be bought without paying 
for't! 

Sir O. Well — ^but what security could you give ? You 
have no land, I suppose ? 

Charles S. Not a mole-hill, nor a tvng, but what's ia 
the bough-pots out of the window ! 

Sir O, Nor any stock, I presume ? 

Charles S» Nothing but live stock — and thaf s only a few 
pointers {ind ponies. But pray, Mr. Premium, are you 
acquainted. at all with any of my connexions ? 

Sir 0. Why, to say truth, I am. 

Cfiarles S» Then you must know that 1 have a dev'lish 
rich uncle in the East Indies, Sir Oliver Surface, from 
whom I have the greatest expectations. 
. Sir O, lliat yoa have a wealthy uncle I have heard ; 
but how your expectations will turn out, is more, I believe, 
than you can td£ 

Charles S* O no !->there can be no doubt They tell 
me I'm a prodigious favourite, and that he talks of leaving 
me every thing. 

SirO, Indeed I this is the first I've heard of it. 

Charles S» Yes, yes, 'tis just so— Moses knows 'tis true, 
don't you, Moses ? 

Sir 0. Egad, they'll persuade me presently I'm at 
Bengal. [Aside. 

Charles S, Now I propose, Mr. Premium j if it's agree- 
able to you, a post-obit on Sir Oliver's life : though at 
the same time, the old fellow has been so liberal to me. 
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that I give you my word, I should be very sorry to hear 
any thing bad happened to him. 

Sir O. Not more than I should, I assure you. But the 
bond you mention happens to be just the worst security 
you could offer me — for I might live to a hundred^ and 
never see the principal. 

Charlet S* O, yes, you would-i^the moment Sir Oliver 
dies, you know, you would come on me for the money. 

Sir O. Then I believe I should be the most unwelcome 
dun you ever had in your life. 

Sharles S, What ! I suppose you're afrud that Sir 
Oliver is too good a life ? 

Sir O, No, indeed, I am not ; though I have heard he l^ 
as hale and healthy as any man of his years in Chri.<itendoni. 

Charles S. There again, now you are misinformed. No, 
no, the climate has hurt him considerably, poor uncle 
Oliver ! Yes, yes, he breaks apace, Vm told--*and is so 
much altered lately, that his neai^st relations would 
not know him ! 

Sir O. No ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! so much altered lately, that 
his nearest relations would not know htm! ha! ha! ha ! 
egad*— Ha! ha! ha! 

C/tarles S. Ha ! ha !— you're glad to hear that, littlH 
Premium ? 

Sir O. No, no, Vm not. 

Charles S, Yes, yes, you are-*ha ! ha ! ha ! — You know 
that mends your chance. 

Sir O. But Vm told Sir Oliver is coming over ?-i-nay, 
some say he is actually arrived ? 

Charles S. Pshaw ! Sure I roust know better than 
you whether he's come or not. No, no ; rely on*t, he's at 
thismoment aA.Calcutta — is'at he, Moses ? 

Moses, O yes, certainly. 

Sir O. Very true, as you say, you must know better tiiari 
I, though I have it from^i«etly good authority — ^hav'nt I, 
Moses ? 

Moses, (l.) Yes, most undoubted ! 

Sir O, (r.) But, sir, as I understand you want a few 
hundreds immediately— is there nothing you could dispose 
of? 

Charles S. (c.) How do you mean ? 

Sir 0. For instance, now, I have heard that your father 
left behind him a great quantity of massy old plate ? 

Charles S. O Laid !— thaf s gbue long ago.-^Moses can 
teU yoa how better than I can* 
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Sir O.' Good lack I all the family race cupe and corpora- 
tion bowls. [^W<if«.]— Then it was also supposed that 
his library was one of the most valuable and complete. 

* C/iarles S. Yes, yes, so it was — vastly too much so for 
a private gentleman. For my part, I was always of a coni'* 
municative disposition, so I thought it a shame to keep 
so much knowledge to myself. ICrossea, r. 

Sir O, (c.) Mercy upon me ! Learning that bad run in 
the family like an heir-loom ! [Aside.] Pray, what are 
become of the books > '^ 

Charlet S, (r.) You must inquire of the auctioneer. 
Master Premium, for I don't believe even Moses can 
direct you. / 

Moses, t know nothing of books. 

Sir O. So, so, nothing of the family property left, I 
suppose ? 

Charles S. Not much indeed ; unless you have a mind 
to the family pictures. I have got a roomfuli of ancestors 
above, and if you have a taste for old paintings, egad, you 
shall have 'em a bai-gain. 

Sir O. Hey ! what the devil t Sure, you wouid'ut sell 
your forefathers, would you ? 
I Charles S, Every man of them» to the best bidder. 
3 Sir 0. What ! your great uncles and aunts ? 

Charlet S. Ay, and my great grandfathers and grandmo- 
tiiers too* 

< Sir 0, Now I give him up. [Aside.'] Whattheplagye, 
have you no bowds for your own kindred ? Odd's life, 
do you take me for Shylock in the play, that you would 
raise money of me on your own flesh and blood ? 

Charles S. Nay, my littie broker, don't be angry: what 
need you care if you have your money's worth. ! 

Sir O. Well, I'll be the purchaser :'l think I can dispose 
of the family canvass. Oh, I'll never forgive him this ! 
never I [Aside. 

Enter Careless, r* 

Care. Come, Charles, what keeps you ? 

Charles S, I can't come yet : i'faith, we are going to have 
ft'sale above st^rs ; here's littie Premium will buy all my 
ancestors. 

Care, O, burn your ancestors I . 

Charles S. No, he may do that afterwards, If he pleases. 
Stay, Careless, we want ymi : ecad, you shall be auc- 
tioneer ; so come along witii ^s. {Crossi^ t. 

B 2 



I 



02 TBZ 8C&00L roR BCAKBAL. [aCT IT* 

Care* Oh, bave with you, if that's the case. I can 
handle a hammer as well as a dice-hox ! Going ! gobg ! 

Sir O. Oh, the profligates I [Aside. 

Charles S, Come, Moses, you shall he appraiser, if we 
want one. Gad's life, little Premium, you don't seem to 
like the business ? 

Sir O. O yes, I do vastly. Ha ! ha ! ha ! yes, yes, 
I think it a rare joke to sell one s family by auction — ha ! 
ha !— O the prodigal ! [Aside, 

Charles S, To be sure ! when a man wants money, 
wlvcre the plague should he get assistance, if he can't make 
free with his own relations ? 

Sir O, ru never forgive him ; never ! never ! [Eseunt l. 

END OF ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I Picture Room atCharles*s. — Large chair on L. 

2nd. F^^Family Pedigree hartging up in t/te IFitig r. 

^nter Charles Surface, Sir Oliver Surface, Moses,' 

a;2(/ Careless, l. 

. Charles S* (r*) Walk in, gentlemen ; pray walk in 
— here they are, the family of the Surfaces, up to the 
conquest. 

Sir O. (r. c.) And, in my opinion, a goodly collection. 
^C/tarlea S, Ay, ay, these are done in the true spirit of 
poitrait-painting ; — no vohmtier grace or expression. Not 
like the works of your modern Raphaels, who give you 
the strongest resemblance, yet contrive to make your por- 
trait independent of you ; so that you may sink the ori- 
ginal, and not hurt the picture. No, no; tlie merit of 
these is the inveterate likeness — ail stiff and awkward as the 
originals, and like nothing in human nature besides. 

Sir O. Ah ! we shall never see such figures of men again. 

Charles S. I hope not — Well, you see. Master Premium, 
what a domestic character I urn : here 1 sit of an evening 
surrounded by my family.— But, come, get to your pulpit, 
Mr. Auctioneer ; here's an old gouty chair of my grand- 
father's will answer the purpose. [Brings chair foncard^ c. 

Care, Ay, ay, this will do. But, Charles, I hav'n't 

a hammer ; and what's an auctioneer without his hammer ? 

Caries S» Egad, that's true ; [Taking^ pedigree doiai 
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fffim R. i#/. w.] what parchment hftve we here ? — O, our 
genealo^ in full. Here, Careless, — you shall have no 
common bit of mahogany; here's the family tree for you, 
you i-ogue, — this shall be your hammer, and now you 
may knock down my ancestors with their own pedigi-ee. 

Sir O, (l.) What an unnatural rogue ! — an ea post facto 
parricide I [Mide. 

Care, Yes, yes, here's a list of your generation indeed; 
'faith, Charles, this is the most convenient thing you could 
have found for the business, for 'twill not only serve as a 
hammer, but a catalogue into the bargain.^-Come, begin 
—A-going, a-going, a-going I 

Cfiarles S, Bravo, Careless ! — ^Well, here's my great 

uncle. Sir Richard Raveline, a marvellous good general in 

hk day, I assure you. He served in all the Duke of 

Marlborough's wars,, and got that cut over his eye at 

the battle of Malplaquet.— What say you, Mr, Premium ? 

— look at him — ^there's a Jiero, not cut out of his 

.feathers, as your modem dipt captains are, but enveloped 

Sn wrg aud regimentals, as a general should be. — What do 

:vou bid ? 

SirO. [Aside to Moses.'] Bid him speak. 

Moses.. Mr. Premium would haveyov speak. 
' Charles S. Why, then, he shall have him for ten pounds, 
and I'm sure that's not dear for a staff-officer. 

Sir O. Heaven deliver me I his famous uncle Richard 
for ten pounds ! [ Aside. ] — Very well, sir, I take him at 
that. 

Charles S. Careless, knock down my uncle Richard. — 
Here, now, is a miuden sister of his, my great .aunt De* 
;borah, done by Kneller in his best manner, and esteemed 
a very formidable likeness. — ^There she is, you see, a shep- 
herdess feeding her flock. — You shall have her for five 
X)Ounds ten — ^the sheep are worth tlie money. 

Sir 0, Ah ! poor Deborah ! a woman who set such a 
value on herself. [Aside.]— ^FUt pounds ten — she's mine. 

'Charles S. Knock down my aunt Deborah, Careless ! 
— ^This, now, is a grandfather of my mother's, a learned 
judge, well known on the western circuit — What do you 
rate him at, Moses ? - • . 

Moses. Four guineas. ^ 

Charles S. Four guineas ! — Gad's life, you don't bid me 
the price of his wig. — Mr. Premium, you have more re- 
spect for the woolsack ; do let us knock liis lordship down 
at fifteen. 

Ed 
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Sir O, By all means. 

Care. Gone ! 

Charles S, And there are two brothers of his, William 
and Walter Blunt, Esquires, both members of parliament, 
and -noted speakers; andwhat*s very extraordinary, 1 be- 
lieve^ this is the first time they were ever bought or sold. 

ftr O, 'iliat is very extraordinary, indeed ! Til take 
them at your own price, for the honour of parliament. 

Care, Well said, little Premium ! — I'U kuoclc themdowa 
at forty. 

Charles 5. Here's a Jolly fellow — I don't know what 
relation, but he was mayor of Norwich : take him at eight 
poniids. 

Sir 0. No, no : six will do for the mayor. 

Charles S, Come, make it guineas, and I throw out the 
two aldermen there into the bargain. 

Sir O. They're mine. 

Charles 5. Careless, knock down the mayor and alder- 
men. -But, plague on't, we shall be all day retailing in 

this manner ; do let us deal wholesale : what say you, 
little Prepium ? Give me three hundred pounds, ancl tSKe 
all that remains on each side in a lump. 

Care, Ay, ay, that will be the best way. 

Sir 0. Well, well, any thing to accommodate you ;— 
they are mine. But there is one portrsdt which you have 
alwivys passed over. 

Care. [Having put the chair away comes /oneard L.] 
What, that ill-looking little fellow over the settee ? 

Sir 0. Yes, sir, I mean that, though I don't think him 
so ill-looking a little fellow, by any means. 

Charles S, What, that ?— Oh ! that's my uncle Oliver ; 
'twas done before he went to India. 

Care, Your uncle Oliver !— Gad, then you'll never be 
friends, Charles. That, now, to me, is as stern a looking 
rogue as ever I saw ; an unforginng eye, and a damned 
disinheriting countenance ! an inveterate knave, depend 
on't. Don't you think so, little Premium ? {Slapping 
Mm on the shoulder."] 

Sir O. Upon my soul, sir, I do not ; I think it as honest 
a looking face as any in the room, dead or alive ; — ^J)ut I 
suppose uncle Oliver goes with the rest of the lumber ? 

Charles S. No, hang it ; I'll not part with poor Noll. 
llieoM fellow has been very good to me, and, egad, I'll 
keep his picture while I've a room to put it in. [Crosses* l. 
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5tr O. (r.) The rogue's my nephew after all I [yisideJ] 
— ^Bat, sir, 1 have somehow taken a fancy to that picture. 

Charles S. (l.) Vm sorry foi-'t, for you certainly will 
not have it. — Oons, haven't you got enough of them ? 

Sir 0. I forgive him every thing ! [AHdeS[ — But, sir, 
when I- take a whim in my head I don't value money. I'll 
give you as much for that as for all the rest 

Charles S. Don't tease nie^ master broker ; I tell you I'll 
not part with it, and there's an end of it 

Sir O. How like his father the dog is ! [Aside*"] —Well, 

well, I have done. 1 did not perceive it before, but I 

think I never saw such a resemblance— [y^wete.] Here 

Is a draught for your sum. [Taking it out of his pocket booh 

Charles S. Why, 'tis for eight hundred pounds. 

Sir a You will not let Sir Oliver go ? 

Charles S. Zounds ! no"! — I tell you once more. 

Sir O. Then never mind the difference, we'll balance 
that another time— but give me your hand on the bargain ; 
you are an honest fellow, Charles — I beg pardon, sir, for 
being so free.^Come, Moses. {Crosses, l. 

Charles S. (r.) Egad, this is a whimsical old fellow ! 
But hark*ee. Premium^ you'll prepare lodgings for thes< 
gentlemen ? 

Sir 0, (l.) Yes, yes, I'll send for them in a day or two. 

Charles S. But hold ; do now send a genteel conveyance 
for them, for I assure you, they were most of them used to 
ride in their own carriages. 

Sir 0, I will, I will— for all but Oliver, 

Charles S» Ay, all but the little nabob. 

Sir 0, You're fixed on that ? 

Charles S. Peremptorily. 

Sir O. A dear extravi^ant rogue ! [AsideA — Good-day ! 

—Come, Moses. Let me hear now who dares call him 

profligate I [Exeunt Sir Oliver Surface and Moses, l. 

Care, Why, tiiis is the oddest genius of the sort I ever 
met with. 

Charles S. Egad, he's the prince of brokers, I think. 
I wonder how the devil Moses got acquainted with so 
honest a fellow. — But hark ! here's Rowley ; do, Careless^ 
say I'll pin' the company in a few moments. . 

Care» (r.) i will — don't let that old blockhead persuade 
you to squander any of that money on old musty debts, or 
any such nonseuce ; for tradesmen, Chai'les, are the moat 
exorbitant fellows. 

Charles S. (l.) Very true, and paying them ia only en- 
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oouraglug them. Ay, ay, never fear. {Eant CareMf*, lu*] 

— Soh I this wa« an odd old fellow, indeed. Let me see 

«~.two-thirds of this five hundred aud thirty odd poands 
ai-e mine by right. Tore Heaven ! I find one's ancestors 
are more vsduable relations than I took them for ! — Ladies 
and gentlemen, your most obedient and very grateful 
servant. 

£nter RotrLSv, l. 

Hah ! old Bowley ! egad, you are just come in time to 
take leave of your 'old acquaintance* 

Bow. (l.) Yes, I heard they were a going. But I 
wondier you can have such spirits under so many distresses. 

Charles S* Why, there's the point ! my distresses are so 
many, that I can't afford to part with my spirits ; but I 
shall be rich and splenetic, all in good time. However, I 
suppose you are surprised that I am not more sorrowful at 
parting with so many near relations ; to be sure, 'tis very 
affecting : but you see they never move a muscle^ so why 
should 1 ? 

Bow, There's no. making you aerious a moment. 

Charles 5. Yes, faith, I am so now. Here, my honeat 
Rowley, here, get me this changed directly, and take a 
hundred pounds of it immediately to old Stanley. 

Bow, A hundred pounds ! Consider only— 
, Charles S. Gad's life, don't talk aboat it : poor Stanley's 
wants are pressitig, and if you don't make haste, we shall 
have some one call that has a better right to the money. 

Bow. Ah ! there's the point 1 I never will cease dunning 
you with the old proverb—- 

Charles 5. * Be just before you're generous.' — ^Why, so* 
I would if I could ; but Justice is an old hobbling bledame, 
and I can't get her to keep pace with Generosity for the sou 
of me. 

Bow. Yet, Charles, believe me, one hour's reflection— 

Charles S. Ay, ay, it's very true ; but, hark'ee, Rowley, 
while I have, by heaven I'll give $ so damn jovar economy, 
and away to old Stanley with the money. 

[Ejeeuni Charles R., Bowleg U 

SCENE IL— ^ Saloon. 
Enter MoSEs, r., and Sir Oliver Surface. 
Moses. Well, sir, I think, as Sir Peter said, you have 
«een Mr. Chariet in high glory | 'tis great pity he's so ex* 
travngant. 
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Sir O, But he would not sell my picture. 
Moses, And loves wine and women so much. 
Sir 0, But he would not sell my picture. 
Moi«s» And games so deep. 

Sir O. But he wotild not sell my picture. O, here's 

Rowley. 

EfUer Rowley, r. 

Bow. (r.) So, Sir Oliver, I fiud you have made a 
purchase- 

Sir O. (c.) Yes, yes, our young rake has parted with 
his ancestors like old tapestry. 

Kow. And here has he commissioned me to re-deliver 
you part of the purchase money — I mean , though, in your 
necessitous character of old Stanley. 

Moses, (l.) Ah! there is the pity of all ; he is so damn- 
ed charitahle. 

R&w. And I left a hosier and two tailors in the hall, who 
I*m sure, won't be paid, and this hundred would satisfy 
them. 

Sir O. Well, well, I'll pay his debts, and his benevo- 
lence too. — But now I am no more a broker, and you 
shall introduce me to the elder brother as oid Stanley. 

Row. Not yet awhile ; Sir Peter, I know, means to call 
there about this time. 

Enter TKli^f R. 

Trip. O, gentlemen, I beg pardon for not showing you 
out ; this way — [Crosses l.] — Moses, a word. 

[Eaeunt Trip and Moses, l. 

Sir O. (l.) There's a fellow for you— would you believe 
it, that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, and 
wanted to raise money before he got to his master. 

Biiw* (r.) Indeed! 

Sir 0. Yes, they are now planning an annuity business. 
—Ah ! master Rowley, in my days servants were content 
with the follies of their masters, when they were worn a 
little thread-bare ; but now, they have their vices, lik 
their birth-day 'Clo&es, with the gloss on. {E/teuni, l. 

SCENE III. — A Library, a large Screen, r. 3rd E. Pemhroke 
Table, L. u. E. with a book on it ; tivo chairs. 

Joseph Surface and a Servant discovered, 
Joseph S. No letter from Lndy Teazle ? 
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Serp. No, sir. ^ 

Joseph S* I am surprised she has not sent, if she is pre-' 
vented from coming. Sir Peter certainly does not suspect 
me. Yet, I wish I may not lose the heiress, through the 
aerape I have drawn myself into with the wifej however, 
Charles's imprudence and bad character are great points la 
my favour. [Knocking heard without, l, 

Serv, Sir, I believe that must be Lady Teazle. 

Joseph S, Hold I— ^ee whether it is or not before you go 
to the door : I have a particular message for you, if it 
should be my brother. , 

Serv, 'Tis her ladyship, sir ; she always leaves her chair 
at the milliner's in the next sti-eet. 

Joseph S. Stay, stay ; draw that screen before the win- 
dow — [Servant does *o.]— that will do ; — my opposite neigh- 
bour is a lady of a curious temper. -—[Sertfant exit ] — I have 
a difficult hand to play in this affair. ' Lady Teazle has late-* 
ly suspected mySiews on Maria ; but she must by no means 
be let into that secret, — at least, till 1 have her more in my 
power. 

Eater Ladt I^zlb, l.«< 

Lady 7T. What, sentiment m soliloquy now? Have 
you been, very impatient ? — O Lud ! don't pretend to look 
grave.— I vow 1 couldn't come before. [Crossesy r. 

Joseph $.. (l.) O, madam, punctuality is a species of 
constancy, very unfashionable in a lady of quality* 

[Places chairs y and sits after Lady Teaiie is seated* 

Lady T, (a.) Upon my word you ought to pily me. Do 
you know Sir Peter is grown so ill-natured to ime of late, 
and so jealous of Charles too — that's the best of the story, 
isn't it? 

Joseph S. I am glad my scandalous friends keep that up. 

Inside. 

Lady T» J am sure I wish hewould let Maria marry him, 
and then perhaps he would be convinced ; don't you, Mp. 
Surface ? 

Joseph S. Indeed I do not [Aside."] — Oh certainly I do! 
for then my dear Lady Teazle would also be convinced, 
how wrong her suspicious were of my having any desi^B^n 
on the silly girl. 

Lady 7, Well, well, I'm inclined to believe yoti. But* ^ 
is'rit it pioToking, to have the most ill-natured things said 
of one ? — And there's my friend, Lady Snccrwell, has circu- 
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.lated I don*t know hoyr manyscandstlous tales of me^ and 
all witfiout any Iknindation too — thaf s what vexes me. 

Joseph S. Aye, madam, to be sure, that is the provoking 
drcumstance^— without foundation ; yes, yes, there's the 
mortification, indeed; for when a scandalous story isbii- 
lieved Against one, there cei'tainly is no comfort like the 
consciousness of having deserved it 

Lady T. No, to be sure, then Td forgive their malice ; 
but to attack . me, who am really so innocent, and who 
never say an ill-natured thing of any body — ^that is, of any 
friend ; and th6n Sir Peter too, to. have him so peevish, and 
so suspicious, when I know the integrity of my own heart 
•M*>indeed, 'tis monstrous I 

Joseph S. But, my dear Lady Teazle, 'tis your own fault 
If you suffer it. When a husband entertains a groundless 
suspicion of his wife, and withdraws his confidence from 
her, the original compact is broken, and she owes it to the 
lionour of her sex to endeavour to outwit him. 

Lady T, Indeed 1 — so that if he suspects me without 
cause, it follows, that the best way of curing his jealousy !» 
to give him reason for't. 

Joseph S, Undoubtedly — for your husband should never 
he deceived in you, — and in that case it becomes you to be 
frail in compliment to his discernment. 

Ladjf T, To be sure, what you say is very reasonable ; 
and when the consciousness of my innocence 

Joseph S. Ah ! my dear madam, there it the great mis- 
take : 'tis this very conscious innocence that is of the great-, 
est prejudice to you. What is it makes you negligent of 
forms, and careless of the world's opinion ? — ^why, the con- 
sciousness of your own innocence. What makes you 
thoughtless in your conduct, and apt to run into a thou- 
sand little imprudences ? — why, the consciousness of your 
own innocence. What makes you impatient of Sir Peter's 
te^mper, and outrageous at has suspicions ? — why, the con- 
sciousness of your innocence* 

Lady T. 'Tis very true ! 

Joseph 8. Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you ^ould but 
once make a tvifimg faux pas, you can't conceive how cau- 
tions you would grow, and how ready to humour and agree 
with your husband. 

Lady T. Do you think so ? 

Joseph iS^. Oh ! I am sure on't ; and then you would find 
an scandal would cease at once \ for^ in short, your.ch»rac- 
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ter at present is like a person iu a plethora^ absolutely dy- 
ing from too much healtli. 

Lady T. So, so; then I perceive your prescription is, 
tliat I must sin in my own defence, and pai't with my virtue 
to preserve my reputation. 

Joseph 5. Exactly so, upon my credit, ma'am. 

Lady T. Well, certainly this is the oddest doctrine, and 
the newest receipt for avoiding calumny ! 

Joseph S, An infallible one, believe me. Prudeuce^ 
like experience, must be paid for. 

Lady T, Why, if my understanding were once con- 
vinced— 

Joseph S. O, certainly, madam, your understanding 
should be convinced. — Yes, yes — heaven forbid I should 
persuade you to do any thing you thought wrong.- No, no, 
I have too much honour to desire it 

Lady T, Don't you think we may as well leave honour 
out of the argument ? [i2t^ef. 

Joseph S, Ah ! the ill effects of your country education, I 
see, still remain with you. . [Bises*^ 

Lady T: I doubt they do indeed ; and I will fairly own 
to you, tiiat if I could be persuaded to do wrong, it would 
be by Sir Peter's ill usage, sooner than your honourable 
logic, after all. > 

Joseph S, Then, by this hand, which he is unworthy of — 

[ Taking her hand,. 

Enter Servant, l. 

'Sdeath, you blockhead— what do you want ? 

Serv, I beg your pardon, ^ir, but I thought you would' 
not choose Sir Peter to come up without announcing him. 

Joseph S. Sir Peter ! — Oons— the devil 1 

Lady T. Sir Peter ! O Lud— I'm ruined-^I'm ruined 1 

Serv. Sir, 'twasn't I let him in. 

Lady T, Oh ! I'm quite undone ! What will become of 
me ? Now, Mr. Lo^^ic — Oh ! mercy, sir, he's on the stairs 
—I'll get behind here — and if ever I'm so imprudent 
again — IGoes behind the screen, 

Joseph S, Give me that book, 

iSits doum- b. c. ; Servant pretend$ to a^iust his chair. 

Enter Sir Peter. 

Sir P. Ay, ever improving himself— >Mr. Surface, Mr. 

Surfece ! [Taps Joseph on the MhouUsr, 

Joseph aT,— Oh! my dear Sir Peter, I beg your pardon-* 
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[Oapwg — ihrow9 away the hook."] — I have been dozingrover a 
stupid ))ook. — Well, I am much objiged to you for this call, 
You haven't been here, I believe, since 1 fitted up this room. 
— Books, you know, are the only things I am a coxcomb in. 

Sir P. 'Tis very neat indeed. — Well, well, that's proper ; 
and you can make even your screen a source of knowledge 
—hung, I perceive, with mzpsi [PTalking up towards screen. 

Joseph S. O, yes, I find great use in that screen. 

[ T\trmng Sir Peter away from screen, R. 

Sir P. I dare say you must, certainly, when you want to 
find any thing in a hurry. 

Joseph S, Aye, or to hide any thing in a hurry either. 

[Aside. 

Sir P, Well, I have a little private business 

Joseph S. You need not stay. [To the Servant, w/to places, 
chairs. EMi Servant, L.] Here's a chair, Sir Peter — I beg-« 

Sir P. [Sits, L.] Well, now we are alone, there is a sub- 
ject, my dear friend, on which I ^ish to unburthen my mind 
to you — a point of the greatest moment to my pe^ice ; in 
i»hort, my good friend, Lady Teazle's conduct of late has 
made me very unhappy. 

Joseph S. [Seated, R.] Indeed 1 1 am very sorry to hear it. 

Sir P. Yes, 'tis but too plain she has not the least regard 
for me ; but, what's worse, I have pretty good authority to 
suppose she has formed an attachment to another. 

Joseph S. Indeed ! you astonish me ! > • 

Sir p. Yes ; and, between ourselves^ I think I've disco- 
vered the person. 

Joseph S. How ! you alarm me exceedingly. 

Sir P, Ay> my dear friend, I knew you would sympathise 
with me \ 

Joseph S. Yes — believe me. Sir Peter, such a discovery 
would hurt me just as much as it would you. 

Sir P. r am convinced of it. — Ah I it is a happiness to 
have a friend whom we can trust even witli one's ramily se- 
crets> But have you no guess who I mean ? 

Joseph S. I haven't tlie most distant idea. It can't be 
Sir Benjamin Backbite ? 

Sir P. Oh, no I What say you to Charles ? 

Joseph S, My brother ! impossible ! 

Sir P. Oh ! my dear friend, the goodness of youi own 
h^art misleads you. You judge of others by yourself. 

Joseph S, Certainly, Sir Peter, the heart that is consci*- 
ous of its own integrity is ever slow to credit another's 
treachery.^ 

F 
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i97r P. True— but your brother baa no gentlment— you 
never hear him talk so. 

Joseph S. Yet, I can't but think Lady Teazle herself has 
too much principle. 

Sir P, Ay, — but what is principle against the flattery of 
a handsome, lively yoitog fellow. 

Joseph S, That's very true. 

Sir P. And then, you know, the difference of oar ages 
makes it very improbable that she should have any very 
great affection for me ; and if she were to be frail, and I 
were to make it public, wliy the town would only laugh at 
me, the foolish old bachelor, who had married a girl. 

Joseph S, That's true, to be sure^they would laugh. 

Sir P. Laugh — ay, and make ballads, and paragraphs^ 
and the devil knows what, of me. 

Joseph S. No— you must never make it public. 

Sir P. But then again — that the nephew of my old friend. 
Sir Oliver, should be the person to attempt such a wrong, 
hurts me more nearly. 

Joseph S. Ay, there's the point.— When ingratitude barbs 
the dart of injury, the wound has double danger in it. 

Sir P, Ay — I, that was, in a manner, left his guardian ; 
in whose house he had been so often entertained \ who ne- 
ver in my life denied him — any advice. 

Joseph S, O, 'tis not to be credited. There may be a 
man capable of such baseness, to be sure ; but for my part, 
till you can give me positive proofs, I cannot but doubt it. 
However, if it should be proved on him, he is no longer a 
brother of mine-^I disclaim kindred with him : for the man 
.who can break through the laws of hospitality, and tempt 
the wife of his friend, deserves to be branded as the pest of 
sodety. 

Sir P. What a difference tiiere is between you ! what 
noble sentiments ! 

Joseph S» Yet, I cannot suspect Lady Teazle*s honour. 

iS't'r P. I am sure I wish to think well of her, and to re* 
move all ground of quarrel between us. She has lately re- 
proached me more than once with having made no settle- 
ment on her : and, in our last quarrel, she almost hinted 
that she should not break her heart if I was dead. Now, 
as we seem to differ in oar ideas of expense, I haveresolved 
she shall have her own way, and be her own mistress, in 
tiiat respect for the future ; and if I were to die, she will 
And I have not been inattentive to her interest while living. 
Here, my friend, are tlie drafts of two deeds, which I wish 
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to have your opinion on. — By one^ she will enjoy eight 
hundred a year independent while I live ; and, by tho 
other, the balk of my fortune after my death. 

Joseph S, This conduct, Sir Peter, is indeed truly gene- 
rous. 1 wish it may not corrupt my pupil. \AHde, 

Sir P. Yes, I am determined she shall have no cause to 
complain, though 1 would not have her acquainted with 
the latter instance of my afifection yet awhile. 

Joseph S, Nor I, if I could help it. lAsUkt, 

Sir P, And now, my dear fiiend, if you please, we will 
talk over the situation of your hopes with Maria. 

Joseph S» T So/If y»}-^0, no^ Sir Peter ; another time, 11 
you please. 

Sir P. I am sensibly chagrined at the little progress you 
seem to make in her affections. 

Joseph S, I beg you will not mentton it, sir. What 
are my liisappointments when your happiness is in debate ! 
[So/ilff.l — 'Sdeath ! 1 shall be ruined every way. [Aside, 

Sir P, And though you are so averse to my acquainting 
Lady Teazle with your passion, I'm sure she^s not your 
enemy in the affiEur. 

Joseph S. Pray, Sir Peter, now, oblige me. I am really 
too much affected by the subject we have been speaking of§ 
to bestow a thought on my own concerns. The man who 
b entrusted with his friend's distresses can never— 

Enter Servant^ u ' 

Well, sir ? 

Serv. Your brother, sir, is speaking to a gentleman in 
the street, and says he knows you are within^ % 

Joseph 5. [Rises,] 'Sdeath^ blockhead, Tm not within-* 
I*m out for the day. 

Sir P* [RisesJ] Stay — ^hold — a thought has struck rae : 
—you shall be at home. - ;. 

Joseph S. ^Crosses to Servant,"] Well, well, let him up.' 
[Exit Servant y l. He'll interrupt Sir Peter, however, f 

[Asiile. 

Sir P, (r.) Now, my good friend, oblige me, I eu* 
treat you.-^-Before Charles comes, let me conceal myself 
somewhere — then do you tax him on the poiut we have 
been talking, and his answer may satisfy me at ouce. 

Joseph S. O fie, SHr Peter ! would you have me join in 
so mean a tiick ?•— ^To trepan my brother, too ? 

Sir P, Nay, you tell me you are sure he is innocent; if 
so, you do him the greatest service by giving him an<»p* 

v2 



64 THE SCHOOL FOR SCAKDAL. [ACT }▼. 

portunity to clear himself, and you will set my heart at 
rest. Come, you shall not refuse me: [Goi/tg tip] here, 
behind this screen will be— Hey ! what the devil ! there 
seems to be one listener here already — 1*11 swear I saw a 
petticoat. 

Joseph S* Ha ! ha! ha ! Well this is ridiculous enough. 
I'll tell you, Sir Peter, though I hold a man of intrigue to 
be a most despicable character, yet, you know, it does not 
fDllow that one is to be an absolute Joseph either I 
Hark'ee, 'tis a little French milliner — a silly rogue that 
plagues me, — and having some character to lose, on your 
coming, sir, she ran "behind the screen. 

Sir P. Ah ! Joseph! Joseph! Did I ever think that yoa 
— But, egad, she has overheard all I have been saymg of 
my wife. 

Joseph S. O, 'twill never go any farther, you may depend 
upon it. 

Sir P. No I then, faith, let her hear it out— Here's a 
closet will do as well. 

Joseph S. Well, go in there. 

Sir p. Sly rogue ! sly rogue ! [Going into the ctoset^ r. 

Joseph S, A narrow escape, indeed ! anda curious situa- 
tion I'm in, to part man and wife in this manner 

Lady T, [Peeping.^— Could' uX I steal off? 

Joseph S* Keep close, my angel ! 

Sir P. [Peeping out, r.] — Joseph, tax him home. 

Joseph S. Back, my dear friend ! 

Ladp T. Couldn't you lock Sir Peter in ? 

Joseph S. Be still, my life ! 

Sir P, [Peeping,] — You're sure the little milliuer won't 
blab? . . . 

Joseph 5. In, in, my dear Sir Peter— 'Fore gad, I wish 
I had a key to the door. 

Enter Charles Surface, l. 

Charles S. Holla ! brother, what has been the mutter ? 
Your fellow would not let me up at Arst. What t have 
you had a Jew or a wench with you ? 

Joseph S. (r.) Neither, brother, I assure you. 

Charles S, (l.) But what has made Sir Peter steal off ? 
I thought he had been with you. 

Joseph S, He teas, brother ; but hearing you were 
coming, he did not choose to stay. 

Charles S. What! was the old gentleman afraid 1 
wanted to borrow money of him ? 
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Joseph S, No, sir : but I am sorry to find, Charles, that 
you have lately giveu that worthy mau grounds for great 
uneasiness. ^ 

Charles S, Yes, they tell me I do that to a great many 
worthy men — But how so, pray? 
■ Joseph S. To be plain with you brother — ^hc thinks you 
are endeavouring to gain Lady Teazle's aflectious from 
him. 

Charles S. Who, I ? O Lud ! not I, upon my word. — 
Ha ! ha i ha ! ha ! So the old fellow has found out that 
he has got a young wife, has he ? 
' Joseph S. This is no subject to jest on, brother. He 
who can laugh * 

Charles S, True, true, as you were going to say^then, 
seriously, I never had the least idea of whgt you charge 
me with, upon my honour. 

Joseph S, Well, it will give Sir Peter great satisfaction 
to hear this. [Aloud. 

Charles 5. To be sure, I once thought the lady seemed 
to have taken a fancy to me ; but, upon my soul, I n«ver 
gave her the least encouragement;' — ^besides, you know 
my attachment to Maria. 

Joseph .S. But sure, brother, even if Lady Teazle had 
betrayed tlie fondest partiality for you — 

Charles S. Why, look'ee, Joseph, I hope I shall never 
deliberately do a dishonourable action ; but if a pretty 
woman was purposely to throw herself in my way — and 
that pretty woman married to a man old enough to be her 
father—^ 

Joseph S, Well— 

Charles S, Why I believe I should be obliged to 

Joseph S. What ? 
' Charles S, To borrow a little of your morality, that's 
all. — But, brother, do you know now that you surprise me 
exceedingly, by naming me with I^idy Teazle ; for, 'faith, 
I always understood you were her favourite. 

Joseph S, O, for shame, Charles ! This retort is foolish. 

Charles S. Nay, I swear 1 have seen you exchange such 
significant glances — 

Joseph S* Nay, nay, sir, this is no jest 

Charles S. £gad| I'm serious. — ^Don't you remember 
one day when I called here— 

Joseph S, Nay, prythee, Charles — 

Charles S. And found you together* — 

Jose, h S, Zounda, sir ! i insist — 

f3 
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Charlei S. And another time when your servant— 

Joseph S, Brother^ brother, a word with you ! Gad, T 
must stop him. {^sifie» 

Charles S. Informed, I fiay,that — 

Joseph S. Hush ! I beg your pardon, but Sir Peter has 
heard all we have been saying. I knew you would clear 
yourself, or J should not have consented. 
- Charles S. How, Sir Peter I Where is he ? 

Joseph S, Softly ; there ! [Points to the closet^ r. 

Charles S> O, 'fore heaven, I'll have him out. Sir Peter, 
come fortli ! [Trying to gef to the closet, 

Joseph 5. No, no— [Preventing him, 

Charles S, I say, Sir Peter, come into court — [Crosses^ 
K» ; pftlls in Sir Peter,] — ^What ! my old guardian ' — ^What i 
turn inquisitor, and take evidence incog? O, fie! O, lie! 

Sir P. Give me your hand, Charles— I believe [ have 
suspected you wrongfully; but you mu8tu*t be angry with 
Joseph— 'twas my plan! 

Charles S. Indeed ! 

Sir P, But I acquit yoa. I promise you I don't think 
near so ill of you as I did : what I have heard has given mo 
great satisfaction. 

Charles S. Egad, then, 'twas lucky you didn't hear any 
more— wasn't it, Joseph ? [Apart to Joseph, 

Sir P, Ah ! you would have retorted on him. 

Charleses, Ay, ay, that was a joke. 

Sir P, Yes, yes, 1 know his honour too well. 

Chales S, But you might as well have suspected him as me 
hi this matter, for all that— mightn't he, Joseph? 

[Apart to Joseph, 

SirP, Well, well, I believe you. 

Joseph S, Would they were both out of the room ! 

[Aside. 

SirP, And in future, perhaps, we may not be such 
strangers. 

^n/fr Servant, l. 

Serv. Lady Sneerwell is below, and says she will come 
np. 

Josephs, Lady Sneerwell! Gads life! she must not 
come liei-e ! [Exit Servant, u] Gentlemen, I beg pardon — 
1 must wait on you down stairs : here is a person come or. 
]yarticular business. 

Charles S, Well, you am see him in another room. Sir 
Peter and J have not met a long time, and 1 have sonioi 
thing to say to hiai. ^ 
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Joseph S, They must not be left together. [Aside.'l Til 

send Lady Sneerwell away, and return directly. Sir 

Peter, not a word of the French milliner. [Apart to Sir 
Peter, and goes out, L.] 

Sir P. [Crossing to Joseph."] I ! not for the world !— 
[Apart to Joseph.] — Ah ! Charles* if you associated more 
with your l)rotiier, one might indeed hope for your refor- 
mation. He IS a man of sentiment — Weli, there is notr, 
thing in the world so noble as a man of sentiment ! it' »• 

Charles S. Pshaw ! he is too moral by half— and^^ap- 
prehensive of his good name, as he caJls it, that he>- would 
as soon' let a priest into his house as a wench. 

Sir P. No, no.— Come, come, — ^you wrong him, — fJo^ 
no ! Joseph is no rake, but he is no such saint either, in 

that respect. J have a great mind to tell him— we should 

have such a laugh at Joseph. ^ [Aside* 

Charles S, Oh, haug him ! He's a very anchorite, a 
young hermit. 

Sir P, Hark'ee — ^you most not abuse him ^^he majr 
chance to hear of it again, I promise you. ^ 

. Carles S. Why, you won't tell him } 
'' Sir P, No— but— this way. Egad, I'll tell him.— 
[Aside.] Hark'ee— have you a mind to have a gooi laugh 
at Joseph ? 
{ Charles S» I should like it Qf all things. 

Sir P. Then, i'faith, we wiU— I'll be quit with him for 
discovering mie — He had a girl with him when I called. 

[fFhispen, 

Charles S. What I Joseph? — ^)oujest. 

Sir P. Hush!— a little French milliner— and the best of 
the jest is — she's in the room now. 

Charles 5. ^fhe devil she is ' [Looking at closet. 

Sir P. Hush ! I tell you ! [Points to screen. 

Charles S, Behind the screen ! 'Sllfe, let us unveil. ' 

Sir P. No, no— he's coming — ^you sha'u't, indeed ! 

Charles S» O, egad, we'll have a peep at the little 
milliner I 

[Endeavouring to get towards screen. Sir P. preventing. 

Sir P. Not for the world— Joseph will never forgive 
me — 

Charles S» I'll stand by you — 

Sir P, Odds, here he is I [Joseph Surface enters t,, just 
4if Charles Surface throws down the screen.] 

Charles S» (c.) Lady Teazle I by all that's wonderful I 
*Sir P. (R.) Lady Teazle I by all thaf s damnable ! 
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Chorlei S. Sir Peter, this is One of the smartest French 
jnilliners I ever saw. Egad, you seem all to have been 
diverting yourselves here at hide and seek, apd I don't see 
who is out of the secret.— 'Shall I beg your ladyship to 
Inform me ? Not a word ! — Brother, will you be pleased 
to explain this matter ? What ! is Morality dumb too ? 
— Sir Peter, though I found you in the dark, perhaps you 
are not so now ! All mute ! — Well — ^though I can make 
nothing of the affair, I suppose you perfectly understand 
■one another — so Til leave you to yourselves— [6'oi;?g'.] 
Brother, Tm sorry to find you have given that worthy man 
grounds for so much uneasiness.— ^ir Peter! there's 
nothing in the world so noble as a man of sentiment. ^Ejcit 
CAariei, L. 7*A^ stand ftr some time looking at each other, 

Joseph S» (l.) Sir Peter-^notwithstanding — I confess 
— that appearances are against me — if you will afford me 
your patience -t1 make no doubt— but I shall explain every 
thing to your satisfaction. 

Sir i*t(R.) If you please^ sir.' 

Josep/lrS, The fact is, sir, .that Lady Teazle, knowing 
my pretensions to your ward Maria— I say sir. Lady Teazle, 
being apprehensive of the jealousy of your temper — and 
knowing my friendship to tlie family — she, sir, I say, 
— called here — in order that— I might explain these prew 
tensions — but on your coming — being apprehensive — as I 
said— of your jealousy— she withdrew — and this, you may 
depend on it, is the whole trutii of the matter. 

Sir P, A very clear account, upon my word ; and I dare 
swear the lady will vouch for every article of it. 

Lady T, \^Coming forward c] For not oue word of it, 
Sir Peter! 

Sir P. How ! don't you think it worth while to agree in 
the lie ! 

. Lady T. There is not one syllable of truth in what that 
gentleman has told you. 

Sir P» ] believe you, upon my soul, ma'am ! 

Joseph S. [^fk/tf.]— 'Sdeath, madam, will you betray 
me ? 

Lady T. Good Mr. Hypocrite, by your leave, I'll speak 
for myself. 

Sir P, Ay, let her alone, sir ; you'll find she'll make 
out a better story than you, without prompting. 

Lady T, Hear me, Sir Peter !— I came hither on no 
matter relating to your ward, and even ignorant of this 
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gentleman's pretensions to her. But I came seduced by 
his insidious arguments, at least to listen to his pretended 
passio^. if not to sacrifice your honour to his baseness. 

Sir P. Now, 1 believe, the ti-uth is coming, inideed I 

Joseph S. The woman's mad 1 

Ladjf Tk No, sir,— she has recovei-ed her senses, and 
yonr own arts have furnished her with the means. — Sir 
Peter, I do not expect you to credit me — but the ten- 
dernei^s you expressed for me, when I am sure you could 
not think I was a witness to it, has penetrated to my heart, 
that had I left the place without the shame of this dijico- 
Tcry, my future life should have spoken the sincerity of my 
gratitude. [Crosses to l.] As for that smooth-tongued 
hypocrite, who would have seduced the wife of his too 
credulous friendj while he affected honourable addresses 
to his ward — 1 behold him now in a light so truly despi- 
jcable, that I shall never again respect myself for having 
listened to him. [EjpU Lady Teazle ^ L. 

Joseph S, Notwithstanding all this. Sir Peter, {Heaven 
knows — 

Sir P. [Crosses fL."] Tliat you are a villain ! and so I 
leave you to your conscience. 

Joseph S» You are too rash. Sir Peter ; you shall hear 
fie. — ^The man who shuts out conviction by refusing to — 

Sir P. O, damn your sentiments I 

[Eseunt Sir Peter and Surface, talking, l. 

END or ACT IV. 



ACT V. 

SCENE L-^T/ie Library, 
Enter Josbph Surface and Servant, l. 

Josephs. Mr. Stanley!— and why should you think I 
would see him ? You must know he coines to ask. some- 
thing. 

Serv. Sir, I should not have let him in, but that Mr. 
Rowley came to the door with him. 

Joseph S, Pshaw ! blockhead ! to suppose that T should 
now be in a temper to receive visits from poor relations! 
— Well, why don't you show the fellow up ? 

Serv. I will, sir — Why, sir, it wa.s not my fault that 
Sir Peter discovered my lady — 
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Joseph S, Go, fool I \^ExH Servanty l.]— *Sure Fortune 
never played a man of my policy such a trick before. My 
character with Sir Peter, my hopes ^dth Maria, destroyed 
}u a moment ! I'm in n rare humour to listen to other 
people's distresses ! I sha'n't be able to bestow even a be- 
nevrlent sentiment on Stanley^ — So ! here he comes, and 
Rowley >vith him. I must try to recover myself, and put 
A litUe charity into my face, however. \Exity r. 

Enter Sir Olivbr Surface and Rowley, l. 

Sir 0. What ! does he avoid Us I — ^That was he, was it 
not? 

Row, It was, sir. But I doubt you are come a little too 
abruptly. His nerves are so weak, that the sight of a poor 
relation may be too much for liim. I should have gone 
first to break it to him. 

Sir 0. (r.) O, plague of hia nerves \ Yet this is he 
whom Sir Peter extols as a man of the most benevolent 
way of thinking ! 

Row, (l.) As to his way of thinkhig, I cannot pretend to 
decide ; for, to do him justice, he appears to have as 
much speculative benevolence as any private gentleman 
in the kingdom, though he is seldom so sensual as to 
indulge himself in the exercise of it 

Sir 0, Vet he has a string of charitable sentiments t 
suppose, at his fingers' ends. 

Row, Or rather, at his tongue's end, Sir Oliver ; for I 
believe there is no sentiment he has such faith in as that 
*' Charity begins at home.'' 

Sir 0. And his^ I presume, h pf that domestic sort 
which never stirs abroad at all. 

Row, J doubt vou'il find it so ; — but he's coming. I 
mustn't «eem to interrupt you ; and you know immediately 
as you leave him, 1 come in to announce your arrival in 
your real character. 

Sir 0, True ; and afterwards you*ll meet me at Sir 
Peter's. 

Row^, Without losing a moment. [Ejpil, l. 

Sir 0, i don't like the complaisance of his features. 

Enter Joseph Surface, r. 

Joseph S, (r.) Sir, I beg you ten thousand pardons for 
keeping you a moment waiting — Mr. Stanley, I presume. — 

Sir 0. (l.) At your service. 

Joseph S. Sir, I beg you will do me the honour to tit 
down—- 1 entreat you, sir 1~ 
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Sir 0. Dear sir— rthere'a mi occasion — too civil by half ! 

. [Aside. 

i^ffoseph S. I have not the pleasure of knowing you, Mr. 

Stanley ; but I am extremely happy to see you look so 

well. You were nearly related to my piother^ Mr. Stanley, 

I think? 

Sir O. I was, sir ; — so nearly that my present poverty, 
1 fear» may do discredit to her wealthy children, else I 
should not have presumed to trouble you. 

Josephs. Dear sir, there needs no apology i-^—he that is 
ill distress, though a stranger, has a right to claim kindred 
with, tiie wealthy. I am sure I wish I was one of that 
class, and had it in my power to offer you even a small 
relief. 

Sir O. If your uncle. Sir Oliver^ were here, I should 
have a friend. 

Joseph S, I wish he was, sir, with all my heart .* yoa 
shoald not want an advocate widi him, believe me, sir. 

SirO. I should not need one — my distresses would 
recommend me. But I imagined his bounty would enable 
you to become the agent of his charity. 

Joseph S. My dear sir, you were strangely misinformed* 
Sir Oliver is a worthy man, a very worthy man ; but ava* 
rice, Mr. Stanley, is the vice of age. I will tell you, my 
good sir, in confidence, what he has done for me has been 
a . mere nothing ^ though people, I know» have thought 
otherwise ; and^ for my part, I never chose to contradict 
the report. 

Sir 0. What ! has he never transmitted you bulKou— 
rHpees— pagodas ? 

Joseph S. O, dear sir, nothing of the kind :->-No, no—* 
a few presents now and then — china, shawls, congou tea, 
avadavats, and Indian crackers — ^little more, believe me. 

Sir 0. Here*s gratitude for twelve thousand pounds ! — 
Avadavats and Indian crackers I [Aside.. 

Joseph S. (r.) Then, my dear sir, you have heard, i 
doubt not, of the extravagance of my brother : there are 
very few would credit what X have done for that unfortU'^ 
uate young man. 

Sir 0. (l.) Not I, for one ! [Aside, 

Joseph S. The sums I Have lent him ! — Indeed, I have 
been exceedingly to blame ; it was an amiable weakness i 
however, I don't pretend to defend it,— and now I feel it 
doubly culpable, siuce k has deprived me of the pleasiure 
of serving you, Mr* Stanley, as my heart dictates* 
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Sir 0, Diflsemblerl [Aside*1 — ^Then, sir, you cau*t 
assist lue ? 

Joseph S, At present, it grieves me to say, I cannot ; 
but, whenever I have the ability, you may depend upon 
hearing from me. 
' Sir 0. I am extremely son'y — 

Josephs. Not more than I, believe me ; — to pity, witb- 
out the power to relieve, is still more painful than to ask 
and be denied. 

Sir 0. Kind sir, your most obedient humble servant. 

Joseph S, You leave me deeply affected, Mr. Stanley. 
William be ready to open the door. 

Sir 0. O, de^r sir, no ceremony. 

Joseph S. Your very obedient. 

Sir O, Sir, your most obsequious. 

Joseph S.. You may depend upon hearing from me, 
whenever I can be of service. 

Sir O* Sweet sir, you are too good ! 

Joseph S, In the mean time, I wish yon health and 
spirits. 

Sir 0, Your ever grateful and perpetual humble servant 

Joseph S, Sir, yours as sincerely. 

Sir O. Now 1 am satisfied I [Aside ; Ej^it, l. 

Joseph S. This is one bad effect of a good character ; it 
invites application from the unfortunate, and there n<^s 
no small degree of address to gain the reputation of bene- 
volence without incurring the expense. The silver ore of 
pure charity is an expensive article in the catalogue of a 
man's good qualities ^ whereas the sentimental French 
plate I use instead of it, makes just as good a show, ami 
pays no tax. 

Enter Rowley, l. 

^ Row, ^L.) Mr. Surface, your servant : I was apprehen- 
sive of mterrupting you, tiiough my business demands 
immediate attention, as this note will inform you. 

Joseph S. (r.) Always happy to see Mr. Rowley, — a 
rascal ! [Aside, — Beads ths /e//«r.]— Sir Oliver Surface !— 
My uncle arrived ! 

Eowt He is« indeed : we hare just parted with him — quite 
well, after a speedy voyage, and impatient to embrace his 
worUiy nephew. 

Joseph S> I am astonished I — ^William * stop Mr. Stanley^ 
if he's not gone. 

Bow. Oh ! he's out of reach, I betieve. 3 
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Joseph S, Why did yon not let me know thia when 
you came in together ? 

Row. I thought yon had particular busiuess ;— but I 
must he gone to inform your brother, and appoint him here 
to meet your uncle. He will be with you iu a quarter of 
an hour. 

Joseph S. So he says. Well, I am strangely overjoyed 

at his coming. -Never, to be sure, was any thing so 

damned uuluclcy. [Aside, 

Hm€, You will be delighted to see how well he looks. 

Joseph & Oh ! I am overjoyed to hear it Just at 

this time ! [Aside, 

Roto, ril tell him how ^patiently pu expect him. 

[Exit^ L. 

Joseph S, Do, do ; pray give my best duty and affection. 
Indeed, I cannot express the sensations I feel 8t the thought 
of seeing him— Certainly his coming just at this time is 
the cruellebt piece of lU-fortune ! [Ejeit, su 

SCENE IL— 5'ir Peter Teazle's. 
Enter Maib and Mrs. Candour. 

3faid. (r.) Indeed, ma'am, my lady will see nobody at 
present. 

Mrs, C* (l) Did you tell her it was her friend, Mrs* 
Candour? 

3faid. Ves ma*am ; but she begs you will excuse her. 

Mrs. C, Do go again, — I shall be glad to see her, if it 
be only for a moment, for I am sure she must be in great 
distress. [Eant Maid 11.J Dear heart, how provoking ! I'm 
not mistress of half the circumstances ! We shall have the 
whole affair in the newspapers, with the names of the 
parties at length, before I have dropped the story at Sk 
dozen houses* 

Enter Sir Brnjauin Backbite, l. 

Oh, dear Sir Benjamin I you have heard, I suppose— 
Sir B, (l.) Of Lady Teazle and Mr. Surface— 
Mrs. C. (R.) And Sir Peter's discovery — 
. JSir. B. O ! the strangest piece of business, to be sure t 

Mrs. C. Well, T never was so surprised in my life, 
am so sorry for all parties, indeed, t . . 

Sir B. Now I don't pity Sir Peter at all : he was so ex- 
travagantly pardal to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. G. Mr. Surface I WHy, 'twas with Charles, Laof 
Teazle wa^ detected. 

o 
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Sir B, No such things I tell you— *Mr« Surface U the 

gallant. . 

Mr8. C. No, no, Charles is the maii. 'Twas Mr* Suri. 

face brought Sir Peter on purpose to discover them. 
Sir B. I tell jou I had it from one— 
Mri, G. And I hare it from one— 
Sir B. Who had it from one, who had it«-« 
Mrs, C. From one immediately — but here comes Lady 

Sneerwellv perhaps she knows the whole affinr. [Crotset^ o. 

XiOer Lady Sn^brwell, l. 

Ladjf S. S6, my dear Mrs. Candour, here's a «ad affair 
^Of our friend Teazle. 

Mn* C. (c.) Ay, my deai' friend, who would have 
thought-^ 

Ladp S, (t.) Well, there is no trusting appearaoces | 
though, hideed, she was always too lively for me. 

Mrs. C, T6 be sure, her manners were a little too free i 
Imt then she was so young t 

Lady S. And had, indeed, some good qualities. 

Mrs» C, So she had, indeed. But have you heard the 
particulars ? 

Ltuty S, No ; but every body says that Mr. Surface— 

Sir B. (jl) Ay, there ; 1 tol4 you Mr. Surface was the 
man. 

Mrs^ C. No, not hideed- the assignation was with 
Charles. 

Laeltf S, With Charles ! Y6n alarm me, Mrs. Candour ! 

Mrs, C, Ves, yes, he was the lover. Mr. SurfiMse, to do 
him justice, was only the informer. 

Sir B, Well, I'll not dispute with you, Mrs. Candour; 
bill, be ft which it may, I hope that Sir Peter's wound will 
not-*- 

Mrs, C, Sir Peter's wound ! O, mercy ! I didn't hear a 
word of thein fighting. 

Lady S, Nor f , a syllable. 

SirB, Ko! wli'at, no mention ol the duel? [Cr<f&»Hf c. 

Mrs, C. (r.) Not a word. 

Sir B. (c.) O, yes ; tliey fought before they left the room. 

Lady S, (l.) Pray, let us hear. 

Mrs. C. Ay, do obKge us with the duel. 

^ Sir B, '* Sir," says Sir Peter, imiiiediatelv after ^e 
diik^very, " you are a most ungrateful fellow. 

. Mrs, C. Ay, to Charles— 

Sir B, No, no— to Mr. Surface — *'a most ungrateful 
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fellotr ; and old as I am, sir/' says he, ^< 1 inust on im- 
mediate satisfaction." 

Mrs. C. Ay, that must have been to Charles ; for 'tis 
very unlikely Mr. Surface should fight in his own house>. 

Sir B. Gad's life, ma'am, not at all — '* Giviug me im- 
mediate satisfaction. ' On this, ma*am. Lady Teazle, seeing 
Sir Peter in such danger, ran out of the room in strong 
hysterics, and Charles after her, calling out for hartshoru 
and water ; then, madam, they began to fight with swords — 
JSnter Crabtreb, l. ; crosses u c. 

Crab. With pistols, nephew — pistols: I have it from 
undoubted autbm-ity. 

' Mrs. C. [Crosses io Crabfrt^*} O, Mr. Crabtree, then 
it is all true I 

- Crad, (l. c.) Too true, •indeed, madam-, and Sir Peter 
is dangerously wounded — 

Sir B, (r.) By a thrusr in segoon qnite through his left 
side — 

Crab. By a bullet lodged in the thorax. 

Mrs. C. Mercy on me ! Poor Sir Peter I 

Crab. Yes, madam ; though Charles would have avoided 
the matter, if he could. 

Mrs. C. I told you who it was $ I knew Charles was the 
person. 

Sir B. My imde, t see, knows nothing of the matter. 
* Crab. But Sir Peter taxed him with the basest ingratitude 

Sir B. That I told you, you know — 

Crab. Do, nephew, let me speak l.&.^nd insisted on im- 
mediatBT-. 

Sir B. Satisfaction ! Just as I nUd— 

Crab, Odds life, nephew, allow others to know some- 
4liing too. A pair of pistols lay on the bureau, (for Mr. 
Surface, it seems, had come home the night before Inte 
from Salthill, where he had been to see the Montem with 
a friend, who' has a son at Eton), so, unluckily, the pistols 
were left charged. 

Sir ^B. I heard nothing of this. 

Crab. Sir Peter forced Charles to take one ; and they 
fired, it seems, pretty nearly together. C harles's shot took 
effect, as I tell you, and Sir Peter's missed ;-but, what is 
very extraordinary, the ball struck atrainst a little bronze 
Shakspeare that stood over the fire-place, grazed out of the 
window at a right angle, and wounded the postman, who 
was just coming to the door with a doable letter from 
Northamptenshire. 

g2. 
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^fr H. My uiicle's account Is more circamstaiitialy I 
confess ; but I believe mine is the ouly true oue, for all that. 

Ladp S. 1 am more interested in this affair than they 
imagine^ and mutt have better information, [^sitie,] — 

{^£.rii Ladp Snmricell, l. 

Sir B, Ah ! Lady Sneerwell*B alarm is- very easily ac- 
couuted for. 

Crab, Yes, yes, they certainly do Bay— but tliat's neither 
here nor there* 

Mrt* C. But, pray, where is Sir Peter at present ? 

CVri6. Oh ! they brought him home, and he is now in 
tlie house, though the senrants are^ordered to deny him. 

Mrs* C. I believe so, and Lady Teazle, I suppose, at- 
tending him. 

Crab. Yes, yes; and I saw one of the fiurulty enter 
just before me. 
• Sir B. Hey I who comes berft ? 

Crab, O, this is he: the physician, depend on't. 

Mrs, C. O, certainly: It must be the physician ; and 
now we shall know. 

■ 

JSntsr Sir O'uvbr Surface, u 

« • 

Crab, (r. c.) Well, doctor, What hopes ? 

3frs. C (r.) Ay, doctt^r, how's your patient ? 

Sir B. Now, doctor. Isn't it a wound with a small- 
4lword ? [Cmmag down on Sir Oliver ^ l. 

Crab. A bullet lodged in the thorax, for a hundred. 

Sir 0. Doctor I a wound with a small sword I and a 
bullet in the thorax ! Oons ! are you mad, good people ? . 

Sir B, {h.) Perhaps, sir, you are not a doctor ? 

Sir O. Truly I am to tbanlc yon for my degree if I am. 

Crab, Only a friend of Sir Peter's, then I presume. But, 
^r, you must have heard of his accident ? 

Sir O. Not a word I 

Crab, Not of his being/dangerously wounded ? 

Sir 0, The devil he is! 

Sir B. Run through the body— 

Crab. Shot in the breast — 

Sir B. By one Mr. Surface — 

Crab. Ay, the younger. 

Sir O, Hey ! what the plague I you seem to differ 
strangely in your accounts : however, you agree that Sir 
Peter is dangerously wounded. 

Sir a. O, yes, we agree in that. [Crosses behind to r. 

Crab. Yes, yes, I believe there can be no doubt ol that. 
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Sir O. Then, upon my word, for ci person in that 
situation, he is the most imprudent .man alive;' for here 
ke comes walking, as if nothing at all was the matter. 

Enter Sir Petbr Teazle, l. 

Odd's heart. Sir Peter, yon are come in good time, I 
|)roffii?e you ; for we had just given you over. 

Sir B. (r.) Eg»d, uncle, this is the most sudden reco' 
▼ery ! 

* Sir O. (l. c.) Why, man, what do you- out of bed untb- 
a small sword through your body, and a bullet lodged iti> 
your thorax ? 

Sir P. (l.) a small swoi^, and a bullet ! 

Sir O. Ay, these gentlemen would have killed j^oa 
without law or physic, and wanted ta dub me a doctor, to 
make me an accomplice. 

Sir P. Why, what is all this ? [Crosiei to Sir B^ 

Sir B. We rejoice, Sir Peter, that the story of the duel 
ts not true, and ar6 bincerely soi'ry for your other misfortune.. 

[Goes up a little, 

Sfr P. So, so ; all over the town already. [Aside, 

Crab. Though, Sir Peter, you were certainly vastly to 
blame to marry at your years. [Retires a little up- 

Sir F. (r. c) Sir, what business Is that of yours ? 

Mrs. C, (r.) Though, indeed, as Sir Peter made so good^ 
a husband, he's very much to be pitied. 

Sir p. Plague on your pity, ma'am ! I desire none of it 

[Mrs. Crabtree crosses u 

Sir B. [Advances on his L. h.J However, Sir Peter, fou. 
must not mind the laughing and jests you will meet with- 
en the occasion. 

Sir P, Sir, sir, I desire to be master \u my own house. 
■ Crab, "Vis no uncommon case, thaf s one comfort. 

Sir P, I insist on being left to myself: without ceremony 
; — I insist on your leaving my house directly. 

• Mrs. C, Weil, well, we are going, and depend on'.t wc'lfi 
make the best repo^-t of it we can. 

. Sir P, Leave my house ! 

Crab. And tell how hardly you've been treated— 
Sir P, Leave my house f 
Sir jB. And how patiently you bear it. 
[Exeunt Mrs. Candour, Sir Ber}jamin, and Crabtree, l* 
Sir P. lieave my house ! — Fiends I vipers I furies ! Oh ( 
that their own venom would choke them ! [Crosses, l» 

f^r 0. They are very provoking, indeed. Sir Peter. 

o3 
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^n/0r RowuBY, L. 

Hohf. I hesrd high words : what has ruffled yon, sir ? 

Sir P. (c.) Pshaw ! what signifies askiig i Do I erer 
pssn d day without my vexatious ? 

JRow, Well, Tin not inquisitive. 

SirO, fa.) Well, lam not inquisitive; I come only ta 
tell you that I have seen both my nephews in the manner 
we proposed. - • ^ 

Sir P. A precious couple they are t 

Bow* Yes, and Sir Oliver is convinced that your judge- 
ment was right. Sir Peter. 

Sir O. Yes. I find Joseph is indeed the man, after all. 

Raw. Ay, as Sir Peter says, he is a man of sentiment. 

Sir O. And acts up to the sentiments he professes. 

Roto. It certainly is edification to hear him talk. 

Sir 0. Oh, he's a model for the young men of the age ! — 
But how's this. Sir Peter? Ydu don't join as in your 
friend Joseph's praise, as I expected. 

StrP, (c.) Sir Oliver, we live in a damned wicked 
' world, and the fewer we prsuse the better. 

Bow. (l.) What I do yon say so. Sir Pe^r, who were 
never mistaken in your life? 

Sir P, (c.) Pshaw ! Pliigue on you both ! I see by your 
sneering you .have heard the whole affair. I shall go mad 
among you ! 

Row, Then, to fret you no longer, Sir Peter, we are 
indeed acquainted with it all. I met Lady Teazle coming 
from Mr. Surface's so humble, that she deigned to request 
me to be her advocate with you. 

Sir P. Aud does Sir Oliver know all this ? 

Sir O. Eveiy circumstance. 

Sir P. What of the closet and the screen, hey? . 
- SirO. Yes, yes, and the little French milliner. O, 
I have been vastly diverted with the story 1 Ha ! ha I ha! 

Sir P. 'Twas very pleasant. 

Sir 0. I never laughed more in my life, I assure you : 
Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir P. O, vastly diverting ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Row. To be sure, Joseph with ills sentiments : Ha ! ha ! ha I 

Sir P. Yes, yes, his sentiments ! Ha 1 ha ! ha ! Hypo- 
critical vill£un ! . 

Sir O. Ay, and that rogue Charles to pull Sir Peter out 
of the closet : Ha ! ha ! ha! 

Sir P. Ha ! ha' *Twas devilish entertaining, to be sure ! 

Sir 0. Ha ! ha I ha ! Egad, Sir Peter, I should like to 
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have seen your face when the screen was thrown down 
Ha! ha ! 

. Sir P, Ves, yes, niy face when the screen was thrown 
down : Ha ! ha I ha ! Oh, I must never show my head ^ 
again ! 

Sir 0, But come, come ; it isn't fair to laugh at you 
neither, my old friend ^ though, upon my soul, I can't 
help it. 

Sir P. O pray don't restrain your mirth on my account : 
It does not hurt me at all I I la\igh at the whole a(fair 
myself. Ye^, yes, I think being a standing jest for ail 
one's acquaintance a very happy situation. O yes, apd 

then of a morning to read the paragraphs about Mr. S ,^ 

Lady T , and Sir P , will be so entertaining ! *I ~ 

shall certainly leave town to-morrow, and never look 
mankind in the face again. \_Crosses, r. 

limo* (c.) Without affectation, Sir Peter, you may-de- 
spise the ridicule of fools : but I see Lady Teazle going 
towards the next room ; I am sure you must desire a 
reconciliation as earnestly as she does. 

Sir O. Perhi^ps my being here prevents her coming to 
you. [Crosses^ l.] Well, I'll lea^'e honest Rowley to me- 
diate between you ; but he must bring you all presently 
to Bir. Sarface's, where I am now returning, if not to 
reclaim a libertine, at least to expose hypocrisy. [Exit^i., 

Sir P. Ah, I'll be present at your discovering yourself 
there with all my heart ; though 'tis a vile unlucky placa 
for discoveries. She is not coming here, you see, Rowley. 

Row, No, but she has left the door of that room open, 
you perceive. See, she is in tears. 

Sir p. Certainly a little mortification appears vei7 be- 
coming in a wife. Don't you think it will do her good 
to let her pine a little ? 

Row, Oh, this is ungenerous in you ! 

Sir P. Well, I know not what to thin\. You remember 
the letter I found of hers, evidently intended for Charles? 

Row. A mei'fe forgeiy. Sir Peter, laid in your way on 
purpose. This is one of the points which I intend Snake 
shall give you conviction .of. 

Sir P, 1 wish I were once satisfied of that. She looks 
this way. What a remarkably elegant turn of the head 
$!)€ has ! Rowley, 1*11 go to her. 

Row. Certainly. 

l^ir P. Though when it is known that we are reconciled, 
people will laugh at me ten times more^ 
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Roto. Let them laugh, and retort their miJice only b 
showing then) you are happy in spite of it. 

Sir P, rfaith, so I will ! and, if Tin not mlxtaken, wt 
may yet be the happiest couple in the county. ' 

" Row» Nay, Sir Peter, he who once lays aside suspicion— 

Sir P, Hold, master Rowley! If you have any regard 
for me, never let me hear you utter any thing like a sen- 
ttuient : I have had enough of them to serve me the rest 
of my life. [Exeuni^ R. 

SCENE m.-^The Library. 
Enter Lady Sneerwell and Joseph Surface, t. 

Lady S. Impossible ! Will not Sir Peter immediately 
he reconciled to Charles, and of cousequcacc no longer 
oppose his union with Maria ? The thought is distractioa 
to me. 

Joseph S. Can passion furnish a remedy ? 

Lady S. No, nor cunning neither. O ! I was a fool 
an idiot, to league with such ahlunderer! 

Joseph S. Sure, Lady Sn<>erwell, 1 am the greatest 
sufferer ; yet you see I l)ear the accident with calmness. 
Well, I admit I have been to blame. I confess I deviated 
from the direct road of wrong, but I don't think we're so 
totally- defeated neither. 

Lady S. No\ 

Joseph S» You tell me you have made a trial of Snake 
since wc met, and tliat you still believe him faithful 
to us. 

Lady S, I do believe so. 

Joseph S. And that he has undertaken, sliould it be 
neceKsai7, to swear aud prove, that Charhis is at this time 
contracted by vows and honour to your ladyship, which 
some of his former letters to you will serve to support. 

Lady S. This, indeed, might have assisted. 

Joseph S. Come, come ; it is not too iKte yet. [Knocking 
at the door, L.] But hark ! this is probably my uncle. Sir 
Oliver : retire to that room ; we'll consult farther when he 
is gone. 

Lady S. Well, but if he should find you out, too ? 

Joseph S. Oh, I have no fear of that. Sir Peter will 
hold his tongue for his own credit's sake— and you may de- 
pend on it, I shall soon discover Sir Oliver's weak side ! 

Lady & I have no diffidence of your abilities 1 only be. 
constantrto one roguery at a time. {ikeitLady Sneerweit, R. 
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Joihph S» I will, I will. So! 'tis ccmfounded hard, 
after such bad fortune, to be baited by one's confederate iu 
eviJ. Well, at all events, niv character is so much better 

than Charles's, that I certainly Hey! — ^what !-~this is 

not Sir Oliver, but old Stanley again. * Plague on't ! that 
he should return to teaze me just now — I shall have Sir 
Oliver come and find him here — and — 

Enter Sir Oliver Surface, l. 

Gad's life, Mr. Stanley, why have you come back to plague 
me at this time ? You must not stay now, upon my word. 

Sir 0. (l.) Sir, I hear your uncle Oliver is expected 
here, and though he has been so penurious to you Til ti-y 
what he'll do for me. 

Joseph S* (r.) Sir, 'tis impossible for you to stay now, 
so 1 must beg~- — Come any other time, and I prpmlse 
you, you shall be assisted. 

Sir O, No : Sir Oliver and I must be acquiunted. 

jQse})h S» Zounds, sir ! then I insist on your quitting the 
room directly. 

Sir O. Nay, sir — 

Joseph S. Sir, I insist on't: here, William ! show this 
gentleman out. Since you compel me, sir, — not one mo- 
ment — this is such insolence ! [Going to push him out, l. 

Enter Charles Surface, l. 

Charles S* Hey day ! what's the matter now ! What the 
devil, have you got hold of my little broker here ? Zounds, 
brother ! don't hurt little Premium. [Crosses, c] What's 
the matter, my little fellow ? 

Joseph S. (r.) So ! he ha.s been with you too, has he ? 

Charles S» (c.) To be sure he has. Why, he's as honest 
a little But sure, Joseph, you have not been borrow- 
ing money too, have you ? 

Joseph S, Borrowing ! No ! But, brother, you know we 
expect Sir Oliver here every 

C/tarles S, O Gad, that's true ! Noll mustn't find tlie 
little broker here, to be sure ? 

Joseph S. Yet Mr. Stanley insist s - 

Charles 5. Stanley ! why his name's Premium. 

Joseph S. No, sir, Stanley. 

Charles S. No, no. Premium. 

Joseph S. Well, no matter which— but— 

Charles S, Ay, ay, Stanley or Premium, 'tis the same 
thmg, as you say; for I suppose he goes bykalf a hundred 
names, b«»ider A. B. at th^ cofifee-house. 
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Joseph S, 'Sdeath ! here's Sir Olirer at tiie door. Now 
I beg, Mr. Stanley — 

Charles S.. Ay, ay, and I beg, Mr. Premium-^ 

Sir O. Gentlemen 

Joseph S, Sir, by heaven yon shall go ! 

Charles S. Ay, out with him, certainly ! 

Sir O, This violence • 

Joseph S, Sir, 'tis your own fault, 

Charles S. Out with him, to be sure. 

[Both forcitig Sir Oliver out, l. 
Enfer Lady Teazle and Sir Peter/Maria, gnd 

Rowley, l. 

Sir P. My old friend. Sir Oliver — hey ! What in the 
name of wonder — here are dutiful nephews — assault their 
uncle at a first visit ! 

Ladjf T. Indeed, Sir Oliver, 'twas well W9 came in to 
rescue you. 

Row* Truly, it was j for I perceive, Sir Oliver, the 
character of old Stanley was no protection to you. 

Sir 0, Nor of Premium either ; the necessities of the 
former could not extort a shilling from that benevolent 
gentleman $ and with the other, I stood a chance of faring 
worse than my ancestors, and being knocked down with- 
out being bid for, 

Joseph S, (r.) Charles ! 

Charles S, (a.) Joseph ! 

Joseph S, *Tis now complete ! 

Charles S. Very ! 

Sir 0. (c.) Sir'Peter, my friend, and Rowley too—look 
on that elder nephew of mine. You know what he has al- 
ready received from ray bounty ; and you also know how 
gladly I would have regarded half my fortune as held in 
trust for liim : judge then my disappointment in discover- 
kig him to be destitute of truth, charity, and gratitude. 

Sir p. Sir Oliver, I should be more surprised at this 
declaration, if I had not myself found him to be selfish, 
tieacherous, and hypocritical. 

Lady T, Aifd if the gentleman pleads not guilty to these, 
pray let him call me to his character. 

Sir P, Then, I believe, we need add no more j if he 

knows himself, he will consider it as the most perfect 

punishment, that he is known to the world. 

• Charles S, If they talk this way to honesty, what will 

they say to me, by and bye ? [Aside. 

[Sir Peter, Lady Teazle, and Maria, retire. 
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Sir 0, As for that pi-odigal, his brother, there— ^ 

Charles S. Ay, now comes my turu : the damned fam^^ 
pictures will ruin me. [ji^aitie, 

Joseph S, Sir Oliver— uncle, will you honour me widi i 
hearing ? 

Charles S. Now if Joseph would make one of his l<>ng 
speeches, 1 might recollect myself a little. ^ ^[^side^ 

Sir 0. 1 suppose you would undertake to justify your- 
self? [ToJosepk. 

Joseph Sk I trust I could. 

iSir O, Nay, if you desert your roguei7 in its distren^ 
and try to be justl^ed — you hate even less prindple than I 
thought you had. [To Charles^'] Well, sir ! you could jus- 
tify yourself too, I suppose ? 

Charles .9. Not that I know aiy Sir Olivier. 

Sir 0. What! --Little Premium has been let too much 
into the secret, I suppose ? 

Charles S. True, sir ; but they yrere/amilff secrets, and 
•hould not he mentioned again, you know. 

Row. Come, Sir Oliver, I know you cannot speak of 
Charlee(*s follies wi^ anger.' 

Sir 0. Odd's heart, no more 1 can ; nor with gravity 
eithei". Sir Peter, do you know, the rogue bargained with 
Uf for aU his ancestors ; sold me judges and generals by 
the foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as broken china. 

Cheirhs S. Tt) ht sure. Sir Oliver, I did make a little 
free with the family canvass, that's the truth on*t My 
ancestors may certainly rise up in judgment against me ^ 
there's no denying it ; but believe roe sincere when t tell 
you — and upon my soul 1 would not say so If 1 was not 
— that if I do not appear mortified at the erposure of my 
follies, it is because I feel at this moment the warmest sa- 
^ti^faction in seeing you, my liberal benefactor. 

Sir O. Charles, I believe you ; give me your hand again : 
the ill -looking little fellow over the settee has made youi: 
peace. 

Charles S, Then, sir, my gratitude to the original is still 
increased. 

Ladjf T, L^dvancing, c, Maria on her left hand.'\ Yet, I 
believe. Sir Oliver, here is one whom Charles is still more 
anxious to he reconciled to. 

Sir O. Oh, I have heard of his attachment there ; and, 
with the young lady's pardon, if I construe, right — thai 
blush— 
Sir P. Well, child, speak your sentiments I 
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. Maria* "Sir, I have little to s^,1[)ut that ( shall rejoice to 
hear that he is happy ; for me — whatex'er claim I had to 
his atteutlop, I wiliiugly resign to one who has a better 
title. 

Charles S. How, Maria ! ^ 

SirP, Heyday! what's the mystery now? — ^>Vhile he 
appeared nn incorrigible rake, you would give yonr hand 
to no one else ; and now that he is likely to reform, I'll 
warrant you won't have him. 

Maria* His own heart and Lady Sneerwell know the 
cause. 

Charles S. Lady Sneerwell ! 

Joseph S, (r.) Brother, it is with great concern I am 
obliged to speak on this point, but my regard to justice 
compelit me, and Lady Sneerwell's injuries can no longer be 
concealed. , [Opens the door, ii« 

JSnter Lady Sneerwell, r. 

Sir P. So ! another French milliner ! Egad, he has one 
in every room in the house, I suppose. 

Ladff S^ Ungrateful Charles ! Well may you be sur- 
prised, and feel for the indelicate situation your perfidy has 
forced me into^ * 

Charles S. Pray, uncle, is tliia another plot of yours ? 
For, Bs I have life, I don't understand it. 

Joseph S, I believe, sir, there is but the evidence of one 
person more necessary to make it extremely clear. 

Sir P. And that person, 1 imagine, is Mr. Snake. Row- 
ley, youxwere perfectly right to bring him with us, aud pray 
let him appear. 
- Jiow, Walk in, Mr. Snake. 

Enter Snake, l. 

I thought his testimony might be wanted : however, it hap- 
pens unluckily, that he comes to confront Lady Sneerwell, 
not to support her. 

Ladjf S. (r.) a villain ! Treacherous to me at last ! — 
Speak, fellow ; have you, too, conspired against me ? 

Snake* (l.) I beg your ladyship ten thousand pardons : 
you paid me extremely liberaDy for the lie in question ; 
but I, unfortunately, have been offered double to speak the 
truth. 

Sir P. Plot and counter- plot! I wish your ladyship joy 
of your negociation. 

Lady S, [Crosses, L.] The torments of shame and dir 
ii])pomtment q^i you all ! 
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Lady T, Hold, Lady.SneerweU; before you goblet me 
thank you for the trouble you and that geutleiuan havtf 
taken, in wptiiag letters from me to Charle&, and au3weruig 
tjbem yourself ; and let me also request you to make my 
respects to tlie scandalous college^ of which you ai« (^resi- 
dent, and iDform then^ that Lady Teazle, licentiate, begs 
leave to return the diploma they granted her, as she leaves 
off practice, and kills ciianacters np longer. 

Lady S, You, too, madam — provoHing^-iDSolenl^ — ^May. 
your husband live these; fifty years ! iM*^U, l. 

Sir P, Oons ! what a fury ! 

Lady T» A malicious creature, indqed t 

Sir P, iOn Lady Teazle* t right hand,] What I Not for her 
last .wish ? , 

Lady T, O no ! 

Sir O. Well, sir, and what have you to say now ? 
' Joseph S. Sir, I am so confounded, to find that Lady 
Sneer^yell could be guilty of suboiiiiug Mr. Snake in this 
manner, to impose ou us all, that I know not what to say : 
however, lest her revengeful spirit should prompt her to 
injure my brother, I had certainly better follow her direct- 
ly. For the man who attempts to — [Crosses and eaii, u 

Sir P. Moral to the last ! 

Sir 0. Ay, and marry her, — ^Joseph, if you can. Egad ! 
you'll do very wejl together. 

• Bow* I beHeve we have no more occasion for Mr. Snake, 
at present. 

SfMke. (l.) Before I go^ I beg pardon once for all, for 
whatever uneasiness I have been the humble instrument 
of causing to the parties )>resQnt 

Sir P. Well, well, you' have made atonement by a good 
deed at last. 

Snake, But I must request of the company, that it shall 
never be knowu* 

Sir P. Hey — ^What ilie plague !— Are you ashamed of 
having done a right thing once in your life ? 

Snake, Ah, sir, consider, — I live by the badness of my 
character; and If it were once known that I had been 
betrayed into an honest action, I should lose every friend I 
^te m the world. [B/rit, l. 

• Sir 0. Well, well ; we'll not traduce you by saying any 
thing in your praise, never fear. 

■ Lady T. See, Sir Oliver, there needs oo persuasion now 
to reconcile your nephew and l^aria. 
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Sir 0. Ay, ay, that's as U shoal d be 5 and, egatd, we'll 
have the weddiug to-morrow moriiiue:. 

Charles 5. Thank you, dear uncle ! 

Sir P, What, you rogue I dou't you ask fhe girl's con- 
sent first ! 

Charles S. Oh, I have done that » long time — a minute 
ago— and »lie has looked yes. 

Maria. For shame, Charles! — I protest. Sir Peter, 
there has not been a word. 

Sir 0. Well, then, the fewer the better ; — may your love- 
for each other never know abatement ! 

Sir P. And may you live as happily together as Lady 
Teazle and \ intend to do ! 

Charles S, Rowley, my old friend, I am sure you congra-' 
tulate me ; and I suspect that I owe you much. 

Sir P. Ay, honest Rowley always said you would reform. 

Charles S. Why as to refortning. Sir Peter, I'll make, 
no promises, and that I take to be a proof that I intend 
to set about it ; but here shall be my monitor — my gentle 
guide— > Ah ! can I leave the virtuous path those eyes illu- 
mine? 

Though thou, deaj* maid, should's»t wave thy beauty's sway. 

Thou still must rule, because I will obey : 

An humble fugitive from Folly view. 

No sanctuary near but Love and you ; [To the audience* 

You can, indeed, each anxious fear remove. 

For even Scandal dies, if you approve. 

THE ENDw ' 



DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
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EPILOGUE, 

BT MR* GOLMAIi. 

fpoken by Lady Teazle* 

I, WHO was late so volatile and gay. 
Like a trade wind must now blow all one way 
Bend all my cares, my studies, and my vows, 
To one dull rusty weathercock — ^my spouse I 
So wills our yirtuous bard — ^the motley Bayes 
Of crying epilogues and laughing plays ! 
Old bachelors, who marry smart young wives. 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives : 
Each bring his dear to town, all faiUts upon lier-^ 
London will prove the very source of honour. 
Plunged fairly in, like a cold bath it serves, 
When principles relax, to brace the nerves : 
Such is my case ; and yet I must deplore — 
That the gay dream of dissipation 's o*er. 
And bay, ye fair ! was ever lively wife. 
Born with a genius for the highest life. 
Like me, untimely blasted in her bloom ? 
Like me, condemn'd to such a dismal doom ? 
Save money — when I just knew how to waste it I 
Leave London— just as I began to taste it ! 

Must I, then, watch the early crowing cock» 
The melancholy ticking of a clock ; 
In a lone rustic hall for ever pounded. 
With dogs, cats, rats, and squalling brats surrounded ? \ 
With humble curate can I now retire, 
f While good Sir Peter boozes with the squire,) 
And at backgammon mortify my soul. 
That pants for loo, or flutters at a vole ? 
Seven 's the main ! Dear sound, that must expire. 
Lost at hot cockles round a Christmas fiie ! 
The transient hour of fashion too soon spent, 
Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed head, the cushioned t6te. 
That takes the cushion from its proper seat ! 
That spirit-stirring drum ! — card-dni'»* ^ mean ; 
Spadille—odd trick —pam — ^ba«to— king and quee u \ 
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And yon, ye knockers, that, with brazea throat, 

llie welcome visitors' approach denote ; 

Farewell all quality of high renown , 

Pride, pomp, and circutostsince of glorloiui town ! 

Farewell ! your levels I partake no more. 

And Lady Teaile^s occupatipn 's o'er L 

All this I liold our4t>ard ; he smiled, and said 'twas clear, 

I ought to play deep tragedy noxt year. 

Meanwhile he drew wise morals from his play, 

And in these solemn periods stalk'd away : 

Blest were the fair like you ; her faults who stop^ 

And closed her follies when the curtain dropt ! 

No more in vice or error lo engage. 

Or play the fool at lar^ on U&'s grestsCag^. 
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Thb '< Spoiled Child" is a piece, the effect of which 
chiefly depends upon the acting. It coosists of a series of 
practical jokcB, bordering on pantomime, which, when hit 
•^ of with tolerable dexterit}*, are amusing enough. It was 
the charming performance of the late Mrs. Jordan, that 
rendered this farce such a favourite with the publio : indeed, 
a more lively representation of juvenile mischief was never 
exhibited on the stage. 

Little Pickle y the hero, is one of those anointed young 
urchins, denominated Spoiled Children, whose pranks are 
chargeable to that unlimited indulgence which oertain 
tender, or, more properly speaking, cruel parents allow 
their offspring, from their earliest infancy : parents, who, 
when the error of their training discovers itself in a 
thousand irregularities, when the li^elff spirit and diverting 
eallie* of my young master begin to defy coiitroul, and 
-render him annoying to themselves, and insufferable to 
every one else, think themselves hardly treated by Pro- 
vidence, in sending them such a wayward and untractable 
disposition. It was a saying of ^e widest among men, 
** Spare the rod andsp<4l the child,** from an impression, no 
doubt, of what esseutial benefit a little wholesome flagella- 
tion might have proved, in his won caee, but which (being 
tlie sou of a king) his preceptor had not vaitured to apply, 
*' Was it for me to whip the heir apparent ? Should I turn 
upon the true prince ? Beware inetinct, the lion wiU nOt 
touch the true prince ** But with all due deference to so 
high an auUiorit^, we are no advocates for downright 
coercion — There is a power entrusted to parents, in the 
shape of restraint and admonition ; which, added to a 
proper example* on their part, is sufficient to enforce 
parental authority, without lessening filial regard. Our 
old friend Caleb Quotem seems, however, to have 
adopted, to the fuUq^t extent, the advice ot Solomon ; 
for he enumerates ** whipping boffi^ bottoms" among the 
various employments of his swnmer*s day* Had a birch 
or a cane formed no part of scholastic education, where 
would have been the immortality c/i tlie renowned Busby ? 

A3 



6 REMARKS. 

and probably an Usher of the Black Rod/ to an unruly 
commons, is not a more formidable authority, than one 
of the Birch Rod, to a refractory school ! Where iramtf^ 
only is concerned, a due portion of it's discipline may 
qaicken^the dull, and rouse the Indolent; and there is no 
denying, that if to tliiis be added a wig of true orthodox 
dimensions, ** Meo Magisier" becomes invested with hi.s 
own proper dignity, and is fullyentitled to ilog his unlucky 
urchins in seculaseciUorum*' 

Had a littl« salutary restraint been imposed upon young 
' Pickle y the Town, in all probability, had never beheld a 
parrot served up for a pheasant — a chair divertingly with- 
drawn, from an old gentleman, as he is about to sit down 
upon it — an enamoured maiden of fifty, whom the Gods 
have made poetical, and a ragged ubiquitarian, joined 
together, not in holy matrimony, but by the dexterous ap- 
plication of a needle and thread— a young urchin not yet in 
hit teens, making love to his own sister, barely in hem's ; 
and numerous other eccentricities equally delightful and 
edifying. Master PieMe, being endued with an extra- 
ordinary flow of animal spirits, combined with a singular 
talent for mischief, amuses himself (and the audience,] 
during the holidays, with a variety of practical jokes on 
•his father— the servants — but more particularly on an an- 
tiquated maiden aunt, concerning whom, it may be in- 
teresting to learn, that she i%as brought up in the middle of 
the Minories ; that her name stands registered in Cupitra 
■Calendar f and In the 3 per cent, consols; and that she has 
two stars at the India House, and one (of the first magni- 
tude) in the person of Mr, Tdgg, an itinerant actor, and 
author, between whom, and herself, a platonic affection is 
known to subsist, that causes no small apprehension to Mr. 
Pickle, Seftr., lest the venerable maiden, in transferring her 
charms to Mr. Tagg, should, at the same time, cause her 
Consols and India stock to undergo a similar transfer.-^ 
The scene opens with Miss Pickle remonstrating with her 
brother, for his unlimited indulgence of his mischievous 
brat, whose part the old gentleman very naturally takes : 
attributing his harmless pranks, such as placing a stumbling 
block in the way, for the purpose of breaking people's 
•bins, and arming every door in the house with a bason 
of water on the top, and then leaving it a-jar, (a novel 
method of producing domestic irrigation,) to a certain ex- 
- ttberance of spirit, perfectly distinct from vicious habits. 
.At the very moment he is offering this apology, he sud- 
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dehly coiues-. t6. the grbund ; his chair, having, been slyly 
witiidrawD by means of a string — ^This is really too bad ; 
his.choler rises with . himself — and, after the display of 
various other triclis, such as the roasting of a dead parrot, 
horsewhipping a gi'oom, brealcing the shins of a favourite 
mare, he resolves to adopt a plan, suggested by his sister » 
for the purpose of taming her incorrigible nephew, that of 
disowninghis son, for a time, and driving him from^his 
house. ' A |)lot is laid, in concert with Margery, his old 
nurse, and a story trumped up, that young PicMe is not^ 
in reality, the son of Old Pickie, hnt of the aforesaid 
Margery j%h% having, when an. infant, exchanged him for^the 
true Piekle; hoping, by this ingenious device, to maHe.the 
fortune of her son, at the expense of the legitimate , heir : 
but that her eomcience ('tis not as wide as a church .door, 
nor as deep as a well, but 'tis enough!) relenting, prompts 
her, to mal^e this confession ; 'an easy mode of atonement, 
by . the bye, when people grow old, and past sinning. 
The young rogue receives this unwelcome news very 
doubtfully; be fancies they, in turn, are playing a trick 
upon him : the fact is, however, reiterated with so much 
gi'avity, by both Mr, and Miss Pickle, that he doubts 
no more, but breaks out in a strain of d^ep pathos and 
.beauty, sttiHcient to redeem his childish pranks, were they 
a hundred times more wanton and exti'avagant. . . 
. But Old JkTar^ef^,' conscience-stricken, in .the real sense 
of the word, at the distress of the unhappy young urchin, 
may have probably dropped certcun hints, cidculated to 
awaken his suspicions^ at all events, she is tempted to dis- 
close .the plot to him, and he instantly determines to give 
them a ^^ Rowland for an Oliver,* . Margery* a Tommy is 
to be Little Pickle*s substitute in the old gentleman's 
affections. Tommy is therefore introduced, an impudent 
carrotty-pated young sailor ; and his fii-st exploit, (which 
is easily accounted for, the said Tommy being, in fact. 
Little Pickle in disguise,) is to run his poll full against 
the physiognomy of Old Mr. Pickle, one half of whose teeth 
-are loosened by this extraordinaiy and unwelcome con- 
cussion. — He now contrives to offend Miss Pickle, by cer- 
tain hints regarding her age, and then seriously deliberates 
' with himself, whether his next tricl^ shall not be to set the 
house on fire : he resolves, however, to keep this in reseiTe 
for the present, and, in the mean time, plots with his sister, 
'who, in point of invention, is only second to himself, to 
fall in love with each oUier^ and run away. This scheme 
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Ifl saccessfuUjr played off; Old Pk^ It alamed ^at hk 
daughter should fall in love with a rascal not worth t&K* 
pence, commands his servants to turn him out of doori ; 
they refuse to obey, and, to complete his perplexity, he re- 
ceives, at that very moment, a letter from his discarded, 
and seeraiDgly penitent son, expressing his determination of 
going to sea, and of expatriating himself for ever. Ldtth 
Pickle (as Tiimmw) enjoy.^ this whimsical scene of parental 
distress : he tf ILs him, that he, and his son, had changed 
births, and tliat, by this time, the latter is some leagues off. 
on a pleasant voyage to Botany Bay. This is the climax of 
the old gentleman's misfortunes, and he runs out threat- 
ening, if the story should prove true, to rettun with all 
speed, and blow out 'the brains of Master TlMmity, and 
either be hanged himself, or sent to Botany Bay after 
his unfortunate son. 

We have now a scene of great drollery. " Unprotected 
Innocence^*' or, more properly speaking. Mitt Piekle, anx- 
ious for the cousurortiation (devoutly to be wished) of Mr, 
Tttg^e happiness, and her own, has consented to meet 
him in the garden, by moonlight True to his appointment, 
the Play-mtm appears ; addresses tlie lady in the style of 
a finished enamorato ; proi<trates himself at the shrine of 
her beauty ; raises her spirits, and charms her ears with n 
comical gallimawfry of tragedy, opera, farce, and pm- 
tomiroe, and finally leads her, nothing loth, not exactly to 
the nuptial bower, but to one close at hand, to tune their 
distresses, and to accord their woes<— — 

" There is a tide in the affidrs of men* 

*' Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune,"— 

and Mr. Taggis too ardent an admirer of our divine hard, 
not to profit by such a seasonable hint. He redoubles his 
energies, mental and bodily ; till Miss Pickle, no longer 
able to widistaud the combined powers of prose and rhyme, 
agrees to elope, and he has his tender bit of lamb (to use 
his own emphatic expression) ** as dead as mutton f* — At 
this interesting moment. Little Pickle, who, from behind, 
has been a laughing witness of their mutual transports, 
most ma/-&-/}ro/}o# runs in, and informs them, that his 
father is coming. " What a catastrophe V exclaims tiie 
astonished Mr, Tagg ; the fond couple embrace—*' parting 
IS so sweet a sorrow !'* and are about to he severed«"when 
they find themselves, unexpectedly, united, by a needle 
and thread, which Little Pickle had ingeniously applied 
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to their "respective gavmentB.— A momentary struggle = tates 
place, and Mr. Taggyin the heat of impatience, makes a hole 
in his manners, by A certain ungallant ejaculation. By a 
violent effort on both sides, they become disengaged, but 
not without depriviug Mr. Tagg of his piece (not of mind, 
but) of coat J which he could but ill sp4re — haviug of linen 
barely sufficient to furnish a tinder-box— /^(g departs for a 
disguise to equip his lore — and Miss Pickle for her casket of 
jewels. Old Pickle enters, but perceiving ** fifty" return- 
ing with the casket, he retires a few paces back — ^the Lady 
l^roceeds to the bower to' meet Mr. Tagg , and catches hold of 
Z47//(? Ptc^, who comes from behind, disguised as that 
illustrious chief : they are.trotting off, but arc stopped by 
Old Pickle, who calls vociferously for his servants, resolv- 
ing that so mighty a prince should not want attendants to 
conduct him to a convenient goal close by. The denouement 
immediately ioXlfm^-^Little Pickle throws off his disguise, 
is forgiven by his father, for the sake of the joke, but more 
for the joy of seeing him at home safe and sound. Misfsf 
Pickle retires in high dudgeon. What becomes of Mr. 
Tagg, does not ti-anspire ; and The Spoiled Child, having 
conciliated his father, begs the audience to laugh at and 
forgive his childish pranks, since their object was to amuse 
them. 

Littie Pickle has been fortunate in many skilful repre- 
sentatives, but none ever approached Mrs. Jordan — the ad- 
mirable original. Indeed, the farce has been attributed to 
that matchless actress ; at all events, the principal charac- 
ter appears expressly designed for her peculiar powers — 
Master Pickle and Miss Peggy being, in every sense of the 
word, brother and sister. Mrs. Charles Kemble (when 
Miss -De Camp) approached near^^/ (though still keeping a 
most re8}>ectful distance) to Mrs. Jordan. Miss S. Booth 
went through the pantomime of the part cleverly ; but her 
acting was too palpable : her mischief wanted impulse : — In- 
deed, so completely did TAalia enter con amore into the spi- 
rit of Little Pickle, that when she withdrew the chair, we 
instinctively looked round to see who nes:l was. coming to 
the ground. Yet, admirable as these lighter parts were, 
her.pathetic manner of singing ** Since then Pm doomed,** 
drew .tcjtfs from every eye. Madam Vestris played the 
c)]^aracter in a very arch and lively manner : ner appearance, 
with the kite behind her back, was truly picturesque ; she 
w<|s pert and piquant, and sang her song with great taste 
and feeling. Miss Clara Fisher has gained considerable 
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applauie m lAttle PJ«iUS»-Hip{klaii8e certainlf due to ber pre* 
cocious talents. We are not fond of being astonished hy 
theatrical exhibitions of infantine genius ; maturitp is 
quite sufficient for us. We have had enough of Miss Mu- 
die and by far too much of Master Betty, to sigh for Ham' 
let and Miss Peggy in leading strings. But the merit of 
Miss Clara Fibber is so singular — ^her performance is dis* 
tinguisbed by so rare a combination of slcill, humour, and 
good sense, that the applause she receives belongs less to 
the fouth than to the merits of the actress. 

did Pickle, who, as Mr, Tagg observes, is a Goth, a 
mere f^andpke—wta adrnfa-ably hit off by Dicky Suett. — 
He cut up the roast parrot with high glee, and helped 
himself and Miss Pickle in a way, that aliewed be was uo 
novice in such matters. Who ever carved any thing so co- 
mically as Dicky Suett ? or masticated it with greater goiUT 
witness the ham and sallad, iu the *' Siege of Belgrade j" 
and the boiled iamb, in *' No Song ^lo Supper." — We have 
seen the late Mr. Simmons play Old Pickle in a very divert- 
ing manner ; it was, however^ a^. character not exactly in 
his line. 

We have been amused with Messrs. Mathews, Ellison, 
Wrench, Liston, Tayleure, and John Reeve, in the charac- 
ter of Tagg ; and certainly, bating a few of Mr. Liston'a 
indescribable looks» which carry every thing befSore them, 
the palm belongs to Mr. Mathews. Nothing could exceed 
his burlesque singing — his pompous recitation — ^his porten- 
tous stare — his tragic stride — his tingle ruffle — the exhibi- 
tion of which, to the enamoured Miss Pidcle, he managed so 
dexterously. His figure, when made up for the character, 
Hogarth might have studied with advantage. The veriest 
scarecrow in Falstaff's ragged regiment, was aGeneral in fiill 
dress to him;— he seemed to have no conception of a shirt, 
— and a coat, — or any thing bearing affinity to one, would 
(to use Dickif Suetfs expression) have pinched him like a 
watch-box ! When he offers to teach Miss Pickle !(rhat it is 
to love, and implores her to give him death iu a bumper — 

" The force ot humour eould no further go.** 

Mr. Elliston*s Tagg, is Bover in tatters. — If he could ha^e 
taken the breadtk from his Jigure, and given it to bis act- 
ing, he would have been more in character. The only 
droll thing about Mr. Wrench, was his cocked hat. Mr. 
Tayleurc's performance wanted the vis comica :— he was a 
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most gi]{antic Taggt with ;ill the '* thews and sinews^ of 
a Life-Guardsman. With Mr. TayTeure, Tagg was a Wa- 
terloo man, from rag fair. Mr. John Reeve would do very 
well, were be more of Mtmel/, and less of pvery body elte, 

llie '* Spoiled Child" was first produced on the ben^t 
night of Mrs. Jordan^ on the 22nd March, 1790, at Drurjr 
Lane. It has been attributed to that lamented Lady — to 
Mr. Ford— to Isaac Bickerstaff, and to several other au- 
thors. Fram certadn hints in the Prologue, from internal 
evidence, and oUier circumstances, we should ascribe it to 
Mrs. Jordan. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The Conductora of this Work print no Flays but those whldi they 
have seen acted. The Stage JHreeti^nt are given from their oim per- 
sonal obseryations, during the most recent performances. 

The instant a fjharaeter appears upon the Stage, the point of En* 
trance, as well as every subsequent change of Paeition, till its Exit, is 
noted, with a fidelity which may in all cases be relied on { the ol^ecC 
being, to establish this Work as a Standard Guide to the Stage buH' 
neat, as now conducted on the Ixmdon boards. 

EXITS and ENTIUNCES. 
R. means Bight i L. Ltifti R> D. Bight Boor / L. D. L^ Door / 
S» E. Sooond Entrance i U. E. Upper Entrance i M. D. Middle Door, 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 
R. means R4grM/ L. Ltftt C. Centre; R. C. Ri^f of Centres 
X*> C. Ltift of Centre, 

•»* The Reader ie supposed to be on the Stage fiteing the AtMenee* 



<D:bi»tttitt^. 



LITTLE PICKLE.— Nankeecn trowsers, white waistcoat, little 
smart greeu Jacket, frilled 8hlrt-<x>llar laying open over shoulders, 
white stodcings and pHmps.—2nd dress : white trowsers and waistcoat, 
little blue sailor's jacket bound with white, and white buttons. ■ 

t * 

OLD PICKLE.— >firown old man's coat and breeches, white silk 
stockings, shoes and buckles, flowered satin waistcoat. 

TA60.— -Coloured striped coat, black satin breeches,^owered waist- 
coat, roquelaure, or doak, over all, three-cornered hat. Dark striped 
Stockings, shoes and buckles. 

JOHN. ^ Good livery-coat, waistcoat and breeches, white stock- 
THOMAS. I ings, &c. 

MISS PICKLE. — ^An extravagantly fashioned satin dress, ancient 
head dress, &c. 

MARIA. — Neat white muslin dress, coloured sash, ftc 

MARGERY.— Flowered cotton gown, white handkerchief, apron, 
black bonnet, &c. 

SUSAN.'^Light-coloured cotton gown, &e. 



Cast of the Characters as performed at the Theatres Royal, 

London* 

Dnxj L«nc, Dnury Lane, Cot. Gaideo, Haymarket, EnglUh Opera, 
17iX). 1804. 18S0. Oct. 4, 18S6. Oct. 3, 1826. 

LUlte PUkUSSn. Jordan. MiasDe CampRfln Booth. Meat. SaondenMlss C. Fiiher. 

0<d PkXrle.. Mr. Suett. Mr. Suett. Mr. Simmom.Mr.WilIiania.Mr W Bennett. 
r ' 
Tagg Mr. R Palmer Mr. Palmer. Mr. Llstoo. Mr. J . R«e ve. Mr. Tayleore. 

./oAk ..'i.... Mr. Barton. Mr.Paiaer. Mr. King. Afr. HoUand. Mr. Salter. 

Z'Aonia«....Mr. Ijom. Mr. E«aa«. Mr. Louis. Mr. C. Jonet. Mr. Lodge. 

JTiM PiddcMn. HopUns.Mnu Sparlcs. MnDavenportMra. C. Jonat.MrB. Tajlcure. 

Mmria MIm Heard. Mrs. Sliarp. MivCaiew. Mlat Wood. Miss Southwell 

Margery.,,'Mn. Booth. MraMaddocktMnWbttraoraMia. KendaU.Mn. Jerrold. 
Stuan, Mn.EdwazdaMlatTidaweU.Mit. Beaton. Mn. Covcn^.Mn. Bryan. 



PROLOOIIE. 

SPOKEN BY MRS. JORDAN. 

Enters opening a Letter. 

*' Deftr Madam^DisapfKHDted by a friend— 7 . 

" Promis'd a Prologue — at my poor wit's end— 

** RuinM— unless so good — your laaghing way^ 

** T* insinuate something for my luckless Play." 

Poor devil ! what a fright he's in— but why 

Am T to help him — What can I Mpply ? 

Vm dooro'd to speak butjust what authors say: 

Dull, when they're dull — and sportive, when they're gay ^ 

Mere puppets here, obedient to their will, 

We love or hate — are blest or wretched — kill'd or kill — 

Mirth we put on, just as we put on graces— 

And wit — thaf s sent home ready with our dresses. 

What, tho' at night so very smart and charming — 

The dullest mortals breathing, in the morning — 

Hence the nice fop, 'ere he our merit stamps. 

Of rouge all doubtful — and these treach'rous lamps. 

Midst the loud praise, still asks with cautious leer. 

How is she off the stage ?->what is she near ? 

But to my task — ^to own it tho' you're loth. 
You're all spoilt children of a larger growth. 
Longing for each poor tinserd toy you nee. 

And only constant to variety 

Whilst each, the censor of his own defects, 
The darling fault with gentlest hand corrects ; 
E'en from his very failings draws a merit. 
And deems each error but a proof of spirit ; 

Look round the world ' 

When we say world — ^we mean not, now-ad-ays, 
A huge globe, form'd of mountains-drivers — ^seas — 
The polish'd mind sinks from a scene so wide. 

We mean from Hyde Park Corner to Cheapside 

Look through the world — ^you'll find my moral true 
In all the varied shapes that rise to view. 

Bnt from spoilt children of six feet in height. 
To the spoilt child our stage presents to night, 

B 
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Brimful of mirth he comes^-Miss Tomboy's brother. 
We hope yoa'U think they're something like each other* 
To pleftd his cause she'll try a sister's skill. 

rd&in prevent her — but, **ecoid you will." 

P'rhaps she may shock you, of precise prim ^r ; 
But Lord ! what then, she never minds that there. 
The country girl a kindred tie may claim. 
She too is anxious for his future fame ; 
And if you'll spare him, swears, whene*er she^ able, 
Sk^H tread on all f/our toea-^-andtr the table. 
Oft' have you deign'd their artless toils to cheer, 
And crown'd with flatt'ring smiles thdr labours, here. 
View then the brother's fiiults, with Judgment mild. 
And spare the rod-Miltho' you spoil the child. 

I 



THE SPOILED CHILD. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— ^ Dining Parhw.-^A table and two chairs. 

Enter Old Pickle, and Miss Pickle, r. 

Old P. (l.) Well, well, sister, a little patience and 
these holidays will soon be over, the boy then goes back 
to school, and all will be quiet. 

Miss P. (r.) Aye, tllV the next breaking np — no — ^np, 
brother, unless he is severely punished for what he has 
already done, depend upon it this vicious hamoar will be 
confirm^ into habit, and his follies increase io proportioo 
with his years. 

Old P, (l.) Now would not any one think, to hear yoa 
talk, that my son had actually some Vice in him : for my 
part, I own there is something so whimsical in all his 
tricks, that I cannot in my heart but forgive him, aye, and 
for aught I know, love him better into the bargain. 

Mis8 P. <R«) Ves, truly, because you havt! never been 
a snfierer by them* Had you been rendered as ridicnlons 
as I have been by his tricks, as you call them,, you would 
have been the first to coaipUiB, mid to punish. 

OldP, Nat, as to that, he has not spared even his 
father — ^is there a day passes that I don't break my shins 
over some stumbling block be lays in my way ? — Why , there 
is not a door but is armed with a bason of water on the 
top, and just lefta-jar ; so that, egad, I can't walk over my 
own house without tunning tiie risk of being wet through. 

Miss P, No wonder the child's spoilt, siuce you will 
superintend his education yourself—you ! indeed! 

Old P, Sbter, sister, do not provoke me— at any rate 
1 have wit enough to eond^l my ignorance ; I don't pretend 
to write verses and nonsense, as some folks do. 

32 
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Mits P. Now would yoa rail at me for the disposition I 
was born with — can I help it, if the gods have made me 
poetical, as the di?ine bard says. 

Old P, Made you poetical, indeed ! — s'blood, if you had 
been born in a sti'eet near a college, aye, or even the next 
door to a day-school, I might not have been so surprised — 
but d — ^n it, madam, in die middle of the Minories, what 
had you to do with poetry and stuff ? 

Mi9S P, Provoking ignorance. 
. Old P. Have you not rendered yourself the sneer of all 
your acquaintance, by your refined poetical intercourse 
with Mr. Tagg, the author ; a fellow Uiat strolls about the 
country, spouting and acting in every barn he comes to — 
was he not once found concealed in your closet, to the 
uiter scandal of my house, and tiie ruin of your reputa- 
tion ? 

Miss P, If you had the smallest spark of taste, you 
would admire the effasions of Mr. Tagg's pen, and be en- 
chanted at his admirable acting as much as I am. 

Old P, Do you tell me I. can't educate my own child» 
and make a lord chancellor, or an archbishop of Canter- 
bury of him,- which ever I like—just as I please ? [Pickle 
is about ^io take a. chair, ufhen Young Pickle btf a itring 
draws the chair from behind him; Old Pickle falls,] 

Miss P. How's this— I'll lay my life that is another trick 
of this little mischievous wretch. 

Old Pi [Getting ujf.\ An ungrateful little rascal, to serve 
me such a trick, just as 1 had made an archbishop of him^-* 
but he jcan't be far off — I'll immediately correct him ; here, 
Thomas, [Going, meets Thomas and Sefants bringing in 
covers for dinner, l. ] But odso, here's didner — ^weil, I'll 
defer my severity till that's orcr [Both nY,]^r-bot if I don't 
make him. remember this trick one while, say my name is 
not Pickle. [Sits doom to table. Pickle cutting up a phea" 
santf] Sister, this is the first pheasant we have had this 
season, it looks well-r-shall I help you ? — they say anger 
makes a man dry, but mine has made me hungry — come, 
here's a wing for you, and some of the breast. 

Enter Susan, (a Cook Maid,) in haste* l. 

Susan, Oh, dear sir — oh, dear madam — my young 
master — the parrot, ma'am — oh deat ! ■ 

Old P. Parrot, and your young master ; what the deuce 
docH the girl mean? 
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Ming p. Mean ! Why as rare «» I live that "die boy has 
been hurting my poor bird. 

Stigan* Hurting, ma'am — no indeed, ma'am ; Tti tell 
ycm the Whole mtth-^I was not to blame, indeed 1 was'nt, 
ma'am ; besides, I am morally certain 'twas tibe strange cat 
^wt kill'd It this morning. 

MUi P. How ! kiird it, say you ;-^bat go on, let ns 
hear the whole. 

Susan, Why, ma'am, the truth is, I did font step out of 
the kitchen for a moment, when in comes my yonng master, 
whips the pheasant that was roasting for dinner, from the 
spit, and claps down your ladyship's parrot, picked and 
trussed In its place. 

OW P. The parrot !— the devil. 

Swan. I kept basting, and basting on, and never thought 
I was basting t^e parrot 

Miw />. Oh, my sweet, my beautiful young bird I I had 
just tanght it to talk, too. 

Old P. Yon taught it to talk— it tanght you to talk, 
yAu mean ; 1 am sure it was oJd enouj^, 'twas hatched in 
the hard frost ! 

Miss P. Well, brother, what excuse now ? — ^but run, 
Susan, and do you hear, take John^ and 

Enier John, slowip and lame, his face bound up. u 

Oh John, here's a piece of business. 

John, (l.) Ay, ma'am, sure enow— what, you have heard, 
I sec — business indeed — the poor thing will never recover. 

Miss P. [JoKftilfy] What, John, is it a mistake of Susan's 
—Is it still alive ? — but — where — ^where is it, John ? 

John. Safe in stables, and it were as sound — a' made 
her a hot mash, would'nt tdnch it — so crippled, will never 
have leg to put to ground again. 

Old P. No, ru swear to that — for here's one of them. 
[Holding up a leg on aJbrkJ] 

Miss P. [Rises] What does the fool mean ? what-* 
what, what is in the stable — what are you talking of ? 

[EtVeunt with Susan, L. 

John» Master's favourite mare, Daisy, poor thing — 

Old P. [Alarmed, coming forward, R.] What— how — 
any thing the matter with Daisy ? I would not part with 
her for 

John, (l.) Aye, sir, quite done up — won't fetch five 
pounds at the next fair. 

Old P. Why what caff it be, what the devil alls her ? 

b3 
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John* Why, sir, the long aod the short of the vwhple 
affair is as how — he's cut me too all across the face — 
mercy 1 did not lose my eyes. -Mt •"'" 

Old P. This carsed fellow will drive me mad— the mare, 
you scoundrel, the mare, 

John, Yes, sir, the mare — ^then too, my shina — roaster 
Salve, the surgeon, says I must 'noint 'em wi' . 

Old P* Plague on your shins — ^you dog — what is the' 
matter with the inard ?. 

, JioAn. Why, sir, as I was coming home this morning ^ 
over :Blacl( Down, what does I see hut young master tearing 
dver the' turf upon Daisy, tho* your honour had forbid him 
to ride her— so I calls to him to stbp^-rhnt what does he 
do*, but smacks his whip . in my face» and dash over the 
gate into. Stoney Lane ; but what* s worse, when T rated 
him about it, he snatches up Tom. Carter's long whip, and 
lays me so over the legs, and before. I could catch hold of 
him, he slips out of the stable, and was off like a shot. 
. ' Old P. :Well, if I forgive him this— no—I'll send him 
this moment back to school. — School ! zounds, I'll send 
him to sea. 

' Re-enter Miss Pickle, l., 

Mis^ P» [Crosset C] Well, brother, yonder comes 
your precious child-r-he's muttering all the way up stairs 
to himself, some fresh mischief, I suppose. - 

Old P» Aye, here he comes — stand back — let us watch 
him, though I can never contain my passion long. 

[They withdraw to the back of the stage* 

Enter Little Pickle, l. 

• Little P. Well, so far all goes on rarely : dinner must be 
nearly ready ; old Poll will taste well, I dare say— parrot 
and bread sauce^-ha! ha! ha! —they suppose they are 
going to have a nice young pheasant, an old parrot is a 
greater rarity, I'm sure — 1 can't help thinking how devilish 
tough the drumsticks will be— a fine piece of work aunt 
.will make when ifs found out— ecod, for aught I know, 
that may be better fun than the other : no doubt Sukey 
will teU, and John too^ about the horse— a parcel of 
sneaking fellows, always tell, tell, tell.— I only wish I 
could catch them at school; once-- that is all — I'd pay them 
well for it I'd be. bound.— Oh ! oh ! here they are, and as 
I live, my father and aunt— it's all out I see — ^To be sure 
I'ni not got into a fine scrape Jiow : I almost wish I waa 
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safe at school again* [Thet/t ixme forward,] Ob, sir ; ]io«v do 
you do, sir ? I was just coiqing to— r~ 
.• Old P, Corner come, nor fooling bow — how .dare .you 
look me in the face after the niischief you have done ? 

LitiTe P. What— what have I done ? 

Old P.- (l. c.) You know the value I set upon that mare 
you have spoilt for ever. / 

Little P. (r. c.) But, sir, hear me :r-indeed, I was not 
so much to blame, sir, not so very much. 
, Miss^P* (r.). Do not aggravate your faults by pretending 
to excuse themr— your father, is too kind to you. 

LiUle P, VesLT sir, I own I was unfortunate 1 had 

heard you often complain, how \yild and vicious little 
Daisy was ; • and indeed, sir, I never saw you rid^ her, but 
Itrembled least some sad acQident might befall you. 
. Old P. -Well; and what is all this to. the purpose ? . . 

Little P. And so, sir, I resolved, sooner than you 
should suffer, to venture my own aeck^ and so try to tame 
her for you ; that was all : — and so I.was no soonei* mounted 
than off she set — I could not help, that you know, sir ;>and 
so this misfortune happened, and so sir — but, indeed, sir-^ 

Old P. Could I be sure this was your ;motive and 

'tis purely love and regard for, your old father makes you 
thus teaze and torment him—perhaps I might be inclined 
to— — 

. J^hn. (l.) Yes, sir ; but 'tis, no love and regard to me^ 
.made him beat me so. 

Little P, John, you know you were to blame.— Sir, 
indeed the truth is, 4ohn was scolding me for it/and when 
I told him as I hav^ told you, .why 1 did it, and-that it was 
to hinder: you from being hurt, he, said that it was no bu- 
siness of mine, and that if your neck was broke it was no 
such great matter. . ■ 
.. Old P. What^-no great matter to have my neck broke — 

lAttle P. No, sir ; so he said : and I was vex'd to hear 

him speak so of you ; and I believe I might take up the 

whip, and give him a cut or two on the legs — it could not 

hurt him much. 

. Old P. Well, child, I belike I must forgive you, and so 

shall. John too ; aye, aye. But I had forgot poor Poll — • 

what did you roast the parrot for, you young dog ? 

Little P. Why, sir, I knew you and my aunt were both 
90 fond of it, 1 thought you would like to .see it well 
dress'd.. 

OldP. Ha! hal ha! 
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IMH0 p. B«t, dear «imt, I ImoWyoli must f>e angry with 
me, and you think with reason. « 

Mist P^ \€r(me8 i6 l. c] Dmi*t speak to me, I am not 
so weak as your father, whatever you inay fancy. 

Litth P. But indeed, aunt,you must hear me. Had I not 
loved you as I do, I should not have thus offended you, 
hut It was merely my regard for yoiir eharattur, 

Joht^. Character !— [EofU* Pickle krcka him t^f^ u 

Littlt P. My dear atlnt, 1 always heard that no ladies 
keep parrots or lap-dogs, *till they can no longer keep 
lovers ; — and, when at school, I told 'em you had a parrot, 
the boys aU said, then you mast be a foolish old maid. 

Misi P, Indeed I-^-ittipudent young wretches ! 

LiUle P, Yes, aunt ; and so I resolved yon should no 
longer be thought «o — for I think you are a fO'eat deid 
too young and too handsome for an old maid. [Taking her 
hand*'] 

OMP, Come, sister, Tf^i^Ai you must forgive him : nofe* 
male heart can withstandthat. 

Mi8$ P. Brother, you know I can forgive where I see oc- 
casion ; hut though these faults are thus excused, how will 
you answer to a thBr^e of scandal and ilUnature ? 

Little P. HI -nature, madam — I'm sure nooody can ac- 
cuse me of that. * 

Miss P. How will you justify the report you spread, of 
my helvig locked up in ray closet with Mr. Tagg, the author ? 
— Can you defend so vile an attempt to injure my reputa^ 
tion ? 

Old P* What, that too, I suppose, was from your care of 
her character^aod so to hinder your aunt from being an old 
maid, you locked her up in her closet with tins author, as 
he is called* 

Little P» Nay, indeed, dear madam, 1 beseech you«* 
'twas no such thing ; all I said was, you were amusing 
yourself in your closet with a favourite autlior. 

Miss P. I amuse myself in my closet with a favourite 
author ! Worse and worse ! 

Old P. Sister, have patience — ^hear 

Miss P. I am ashamed to see you support your boy m 
such insolence.*- 1, indeed ! who am scrupulous to a ^ult ; 
but no longo* will I remain subject to such impertinence : 1 
quit your house, sir : [Crosses, r.] and you shall ouit all 
d^m to my fortune :— ^is moment will I alter my will, and 
leave my money to a stranger, sooner than to your family. 

[Esnt, R. 
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Old p. Her money to a stranger ! leave her money to a 
stranger ! Oh I the three per^cent. consols — oh, the India 
stock^— Go, child— fly— throw yourself at your aunt^s feet- 
say any thing to please her*— I shall run distracted.T-Oh ! 
those consol s ' • 

Little P. I am gone, sir. — Shall I say she may die as soon 
as she pleases^ but she must not give her money to a stran- 
ger ? :<..-.. 

Old P. Aye, aye, there's a good hoy? say any thing to. 
please her ? that will do very well — say, she may die as soon 
as she pleases, bdt she must not leave her money to a 
stranger. [JSjfU Little Pickle, r.] Sure, never man was so 
tormented.-^\¥ell, I thought, when my poor dear wife, Mrs. 
Pickle, died, .and left me a disconsolate widower, I stood, 
some chance of being a happy man ; but I know not how it 
is, I could bear the v^ation of my wife's bad temper better 
than this woman's. t^AII my married friends were as mise-. 
rable as myself-rbut now— faith, here she comes, and in a 
fine humour, no doubt. 

Enter Miss Pickle, r. 

Miss P, (&.) Brother, I have given directions for my. 
Ipamediate departure, and am now come to tell you, I will 
persist in my. design,. unless you. this moment adopt the 
scheme I yesterday proposed, for my nephew's amendment.' 

Old P. (l.) Why, m^ dear sister, you know there 19 no- 
thing I would not readily do to satisfy and appease you ; but 
to abandon my only child — ^to pretend that he is not mine 
— to re<«ive a beggar brat into my arms — impossible 

Miss P, [Going, \\ery well, sir, then I am gone. 

OldP, But, sister, stop :— was ever inan so used ? — how 
long is this scheme of yours to last ? How long am I to be 
deprived of him ? 

Miss]P. How long I Why, until he is brought duly to re» 
fleet upon his bad behaviour, which nothing will induce 
him to do, so soon as thinking himself no longer your son, 
but the child of poor parents— I yesterday spoke to Mai'ga-, 
ret, his old nwse, and she fully comprehends the whole 
affair. 

Old P. Wliy, to be sure, as you say — 'twill reform him, 
and as we shall have our eyes upon him all the while, and 
Margaret, his own nurse — 

MissP, You may be sure she will' take care of him — 
Well, since this 's settled, the sooner 'tis done the better — 
Thomas ! 
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Enter Tf)OMA«, iu 

Send yoar young master. [Exit Thomas, it. 

OU P. I see you are fiually resc^ved^ and no other way 
1^11 cqnteat you.— I must comply. 

Mis8 P. Brother, you are so blinded by your foolish 
fendness, that you cease to perceive what is for his bene-^ 
fit— 'tis happy for you, there is a person ^to direct you, of 
my superior discernmeaU 

Enter Little Pickle, a. 

Little P. Did you send for nie, aunt ? 

Old P. Child, come hither. I have a great secret to dis- 
close to you, at which you will be much surprised. 

lAtf/e P. (R.J A secret, sir ! 

Miss P, (c.) Yi?s, and one that requires your utmost 
courage to hear : — you are no longer to consider that person 
as your father ; h« is not so. — Margaret, who nursed you, 
has confessed, and the thing is sufficiently proved, that ^ou 
are not Ai> son, but hers — ^she exchanged you, when an in- 
fant, for my real nephew, and her conscience has at last 
compelled hbr to malcethe discovery. 

Little P, I another person's child I —impossible !— Ah ! 
you are only joking with me now, to see whether I lovo 
you or not, but indeed [Crosses to Piekle.'] I am yours — my 
heart tells me I am only-'^nly yours. 

OtdP. (l.) I am afraid you deceive yourself— ther6 can 
be no doubt of the truth of Margaref s account ; but still 
assure yourself of our protection ^bnt no longer can yoa 
remain in this house. I must not do an injury to my own 
child — ^you belong to others— to fhem you miu»t now go. 

Little P. Yet, sir, for tra instant heaf me — pity me — ah 
too sure I know [To Old Pickle] I am tiot your child — or 
would that distress which now draws tears of pity from a 
stranger, fall to move nature iu you ? 

Miss P. Comfoi-t yourself, we must ever consider yoa 
with compassion and regard — but now you must begone— 
Margaret is waiting without, to receive you. 

SONG.— Little Picki£. 

Since then I'm doom'd this sad reverse to prove ; 
To quit each object of my infant care ; 
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Torn from an hoDOnr'd parent's tender love. 

And driren the keenest storms of fate to lieair. 
Ah I but forgive me, pitied let me part, 
Yoor frowns, 40^ sure J would break my sinking h^t. 

. Where'er I go, what e'er my lowly state. 

Yet grateful niem'ry still shall linger here. 
And perhaps, when musing o'er my cruel fate. 
You still may greet me with a tender tear. 
Ah ! then forgive me, pitied let me part. 
Your frowns, too sure, would break my sinking heart- 

[Eaeuni Old and Mi$9 Pickle, R. ; Ut$k Pickle, l. 

SNO or THE FIRSrr ACT, 



ACT II. 

SCENE L'—A Parkfur. 

SrUer Miss Pickle and Margery, l. 

Mar, And so 1 was telling your ladyship, poor little 
master does so take it lo heart, and so weep and wail, it 
almost makes me crv to hear him. 

Miu P. (r.) Well, well, since he begins already to re* 
pent, his punishment shall be but short ; have you brought 
your boy with you ? 

Mar. (l.) Aye, have I— poor Tommy, he caift from a* 
board a ship but now, and is so grown, and altered — sure 
enough he believes every word I have told him, as your 
honour ordered roe, and I warrant, is so sheepish and 
shameiaced— but here comes my master-^he has heard it 
all already. 

Enier Ol^ Pickle, l. 

But, my lady— shall I fetch my poor Tommy to you ? he^s 
waiting ^thoiit 

OldP, (l.^ What, that ill looking youn^ rascal in the 
hall ? — he with the jacket and trowsers. 

Mar: (c.) Ay, your honour ! — ^what, then, yon have seen 
him? 

Old P. Seen hin^ ! — Xf, and felt him too. — ^The booby met 
me bolt at the corner, run his cursed carotty poll full in 
my face, and has loosened half the teeth in my; head^ I be-» 
lieve. 
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Mar, Podr lad ! he's a sailor, and but awkward as yet, 
and so shy, I warrant — but will your^ honour be kind to 
him ? 

Old P. Kind to him ? Why, I am to pass for his father 
— am not I ? 

Mar, Aye, T wish your honour had been poor Tommy's 
father -^but no such luck for me, as I say to my husband. 

Old P. Indeed ! — Your husband must be very much 
obliged to you, and so am I. 

Mar, But do, your honour, see my poor Tommy, once 
dressed in his fine smart clothes — '— 
, ' Old P. Damme ! I don't half like that Tommy. 

Miis P, (&.) Yes, yes, you shall — but now go and fetch 
him here to us ; I should like much to see him. 

Mar, [Going, crosses to l.] Do you now, madam, speak 
kindly to him— for, poor boy, he's quite dash'd. [Esrity l. 

Old P. Yes, and he has^ dash'd some of my teetlvout— 
plague on him ! 

Miss P, Now, Mr. Pickle, I insist upon your observing a 
proper decorum and behaviour towards this poor lad ; obr 
serve the condescension of my deportment-9^methinks I 
feel a strange inclination already in his favottfy perhaps I 
may advance him, bye and bye, to be my page«^hul I, bro- 
ther ? — Oh, here he comes — and I declare, as prepossessing 
a countenance as ever 1 beheld. 

' Enter Margery, and Little Pickle, (as a sailor hoy,) • 

Come hi^li^r, child ; was ever there such an engaging air ? 

Mar. [Puts Little Pickle over to Pickle.] Go, Tommy; 
do as pu are bid, there's a good boy — thank his honour for 
his goodness to you. 

, Little P. (l. c.) Be you the old fellow thafs just come 
to be my father ? 

Old P. (r. c.) \j4tide.] Old fellow! he's devilish dashed 
to be sure : — ^yes, I am the old fellow, as you call it — will 
you be a good boy ? 

Little P,(K) Ay, but what will you gl' me?— must I 
bejgood for nothing ? 

Old P, [Mimicking.] Good for nothing! nayj'that I'll 
swear {you arc already. Well, and how long have you 
been come from sea ? eh ! how do yon Hke a sailor's life ? 

LrrTLE Pickle, Sings. 

(wo 8VMPHOIIT.)— TuNX— Iftffton C^vthra. 

I am a brisk and sprightly lad, 

But just come home from sea. Sir ! 
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-Of all the lives I ever led, ." ^ 

A sailor's life for rae^ Sir. 

Yeo, yeo, yeo— Yeo, yeo, yeo. 
Whilst the boatswain pipes all hands. 

With a yeo, yeo, jeo, Sir. 

- - - ^ 

What girl but loves the merry tar ? 

We o'er the ocean roam^ Sir : 
In every clime we find a port, 

In every port a home, Sir. 
Yeo, yeo, yeo — &c. &c. 

Our foes subdued, once more on shore^ 
We spend our cash with glee. Sir, 
' And when all's gone, wie drown our care. 
And out again to sea. Sir. 

Yeo, yeo, yeo— Yeo, yeo', "j^eo. 
And wheii all's gohCi again to sea. 
With a yeo, yeo, yeo. Sir. 

Old P. So ihi^ is the Way'I am to be entertained' in future, 
with forecasiTe jolces, and t'arpauling songs. 
- Miss P» Brother, do not speak so harshly to the poor lad, 
he's among strangers,- and wants encouragement— <come to 
me, my pretty boy, I'll be your friend 

lAftle P. [Going r. c. to Miss Pickle,] Friend ! oh, 
what, you're my grandmother — father, must not I call her 
granne ? 

Old P. (l.) What,' he wants encouragement^ sister— ye», 
poor soul, he's among^ strangers — he's found out otie rela* 
tiDn, however, sister ^this boy's 'assurance diverts me-^ 
like him [Aside.'] ■ 

■: Little P. (r.) Granne's mortish cross and frumpish — la 
father, what makes .your mother, there, look so plaguy 
foul weathered ?. 

A/fi* P, Mother, indeed. 
- Old Pi Oh, nothing at all, my dear, she's the best hu- 
moured person in the world— go throw yowself at her feet, 
and ask her for her blessing — perhaps* she may gi' you 
something. 

Little P, A blessing! I shan't be much richer i6v that 
neit)ier-r-perhaps she may give me hatf a crown : I'll throw 
myself at her feet, and ask her for a guinea — [*««/»]— Dear 
grknne; give me your picture ? * [Catches hold of if^ 

Miss P. Stand off, wtetchjairi I tobe robbed, as well as 
insulted? • . - , / , 



26 THX 8F01LBD' CHI&B. [a|BT If. 

Afar, Fie, child, leara to behate ^ouraelf better. 

l^iitle P. Behare myself— -learn yo« to behave yourself, 
I should oot have thoj^ht oipeu iodeed — get you gone — 
what do you here ? [ Crcssei ta and heats her out, and eaU, l. 

OUP, Wei], sister, this plan of yours succeeds, I hope, to 
your satisfaction — he'll make a mighty pretty page, sister — 
what an engaghig air he has, sister ; this is some revenge 
for her treatment of my poor boy. {/4side, 

Mia P. I perceive this to be »U a cootrirance, and 
the boy is taught to insult rae thus — you may repent of this 
unparalleled treatment of unprotectnl innocence. 

[Exit, R. 

Old P, What, she means her lover, the player-man, I 
suppose ; but 1*11 watch her, and her consols too ; and if I 
catch hhu again in my house, it shall be his last appearance 
this season^ I can tell him that ; and the next part he 
plays shall be Captain Macheath in the prison scene, egad. 

[EiVit, L. 

Re-euter Little Pickle, alone, l. 2nd e. 

Little P. There they go, ha! ha! ha! my scheme has 
gone on rarelt ; rntlwr better than theirs, 1 thinli. — Bless- 
iBg oa the #i!d niurse for eonaeating t» it — I'll teach 'em to 
turn people out of doors — let roe see, what trick shall I 
play 'em now-^sappose I set the house on fire — no — no — 
'tis loo soon for that as yet — ^Ihat vmftl do very well bye and 
bye — let me consider — I wish I could see my sister ; I'll 
discover myself to bar, and then^ we might contrive some- 
thing togeUrar nicely — that staircase l^s to her room : 
ru ti7 aSnd call her [Goes tathe door and listens] there's no- 
body in the way !— Hist ! hist ! — Marisi^.Mari»— she hears 
me, die's comiBg this way. {ilims and hides himself, 

Enter Maria, r. o. 

Mar. Sure somebody called me. [Looks arotmd.\ No, 
there's nobody here-^^eis^o— I've almost cried myself 
blind about my poor brother ^^ for so I shall always call him, 
ay, and love mm too. [CrOM^ . 

Little P. iRunning forward.] Maria! ^sister l-r-slop an 
instant. 

Mar, My brother! — Charles—Impossible. 

Little P. 'Tfs e'en to, and fiuth 'twas all a trick about 
the nurse and child ; I coax'd the old woman to confess 
the whole to me— you can't eontsive tokill yourself for the 
loss of me, can yuu .'-—that would have a fine effsct—ia 
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there nothinf I can thkik df .'^—Sttppose you pretend to fdU 
in love -with me, and we run away together. 

Mar* That will do admiralty— depend upon my playing 
my part with a {^ood will, for I owe some rei'enge for their 
treatment of yon ; hesideto, you know I cim refuse you no- 
thing. 

£ntef Old Pickle, behind, l. u. e. 

Ifft^ P« Thank yon a thousand times, my dearest 'M«*la ( 
thns then we'll contrive it. 

[Seeing Pickle coining behindy they pretend to whU^er», 

Old P. Wliat! how's this !-^<* Dear Maria, ^nd I'll 
refuse you nothing." — Death and the devil, my daugkter 
has fallen in love with that young scoundrel and his yeo, 
yeo, yeo! [T/ieif embrace*'] — she, too, embraces him — 
iComee forward, R.] — nighty well, young madam — ^'tis 
mighty well ; but come, you shall be locked up imme- 
diately, and you, you youug rascal, be whipt out of the 
bouse. 

LiUle P. (l.) You will not be so hard-hearted, sure-^we 
wiU not part--^faere is my aaehor^fixed — here am I moor'd 
for ever. 

(Ofef Pickle takee huM-of her^ und endeawmre 4o take 
her away ; she resists, and Little Pickle detains her 
ify the hand,] 

Mwia. (c.) [AMMPilkoAIrO No-->we'U never part— Oh, 
cruel, cruel fate. 

OU P. (a.) He's infected her with his assnrante idready. 
What, you young minx, do you own you love him ? 

Mmria> Love him, sir ! 1 adore him, and in spite of your 
mtniost <ep{}08iti<»n, ever, ever sliall. 

(kid P. Oh, ruined ! undone— what a wretched old man 
I am — ^but, Maria, child — 

Maria, Think not to dissaade me, fiir^-vain attempt — 
no, sir, my affections are fixed never to be recalled. 

Old P. Oh dear, what shall I do ? what will become of 
me? Oh, a plague on my plots — I've lost my daughter, 
and for onght 1 know, my son too — why, child, he's a poor 
beggar, he's not worth a sixpence. 

Maria* My soul abbors so low a thought— I despisd 
wealth— know, sir, I cherish nobler sentiments. 

The generous youth shall own, 
J love him far himself alone. 

Old P. What, poetry, too — nay then, it is time to prevent 

c2 
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fiirther^i^chief-— go to your room— [Puis herwer to a.] a 
good key shall assure your safety, and this young rascal shall 
go back to sea, and his yeo, yeo, yeo, if he will. 

Marin* . [Going.] I obey your harsh commands, sir, and 
api gone-rbut, alas ! I leave my heart behind. ; 

■ [Ea?il Maria, R.' 

Old P.. Now, sir, for you— don't look so audacious, sir- 
rah ; don't fancy 'you belong to me— I utterly disclaim you — 

Little P. [Ijaughing,] But that is too late now; old gen- 
tleman ; you have publicly said I was your sou, and d n: 
me, I'll make you stand to it, sir. [Threatening. 

Old P. The devil— here is an affair !~ John, Thomas, 
WUliam! 

Enter ^vsks, 3 onsy and Thomas, l. 

'J'ake tliat fellow, and turn him out of doors immediately, 

— t^ehim, Isay — 

•• Servants, Fellow! who, sir? 

Old P* Who \ why, zounds, him therie ; don't you see. 
him ? 

. John, What, my pew young master — No, sir, I've turned 
out one already, I'll turn out no more. 
• V Old P.. He's not your young master — ^he's no son of n^iue 
— away with him, I say. 

Susan. No, sir, we know our yoiing master too well for 
all that; why •he's as like your honour as one pea is -like 
another. 

. John, Ay, heaven bless him, and may he shortly sucd^ed 
your honour in your estate and fortune. 

Old P. [In a passion, walking up and c^MVfi.]. Rogues I 
villains! I am abused, robbed — [Turns them out, l.} 
there's a conspiracy agunst me, and this little pirate is at 
the head of the gang. 

Enter Thomas, with a Utter, l. tehich he gives to Old 

Pickle, and exit, L. 

Cdso, but here's a letter from my poor boy, I see^^this is 
a comfort, indeed. Well, I'll send for him home now 
without delay. [Reads] " Honoured sir, I heaitily repent 
of having so far abused your goodness, whilst I was blest 
with your protection ; but, a^ I fear no penitence will cxe,x 
restore me to your favour, I have resolved to put it out of 
my power again to oflfend you, by instantly bidding adieu to 
my country for ever." Here, John, run; go directly to 
Margery's and fetch home my son, and— . 



0CENE I.] THB ftPOILXS CHUB. 29 

LUtte.P. {InterrupHf^g him.] ¥ba may save yourself the 
troabte, 'lis too late ; you^l never bring liim to new, make 
aa many signals, or fire as many gunsi as you pteaite. 

Old P. What do yc^u mean ? 

Little P, Mean ? why he and I h^Ye chairged berths, you 
know. 

Old P. Changed berths ! 

Little P. Ay, I'm got into his hammock, abd he's got 
into mine, that's all ; he's some leagues off at sea, by this 
time, for the tide serres, and the wind is fair ; Botany Bay's 
the word, my boys. 

Old P. Botany B^ ! well, 1*11 instandy see. If 'tis true, 
why, ril come back, just to blow your bi-ains out, and so 
be either hanged or sent to Botany Bay after him. 

[Edpeunt, diferent wayi; Pickle, l. Little Pickk, R. 

SC£NE II.— v^ Giirden,—An Arbour mth a seat in the c, 

shaded with Trees. 

JSnter Miss Pickle^ r. 

Miss P. This is the hour of my appointment with Mr. 
Tagg, and my brother's absence is favourable indeed — well, 
after »uch treatment, can he be surprised if I throw myself 
into the arms of so passionate an admirer ? my fluttering 
heart tells me this is an tmporta»t crisis iu my happiness 
— ^how much these vile men have to answer lor, in thus 
bewitching ss aUy girls. 

Tagq repeats behind the Scenes, l. u. £. 

The heavy hours are almost past 
That part my love and me« 

Enters, l. u. e. 

My longing eyes may hope, at last, 
Their only joy to see. 

Thus, most charming of her sex, do I prosti*ate myself be- 
fore the shrine of your beau^. [Kneels, 

Miss P. (r.) Mr. Tagg, I few I never aaa be yours. 

Tagg. (l.) Adorable, lively, the most beautified 
Ophelia. 

Miss P. Indeed, Mr. Tagg, you, make ue blush with your 
compliments. 

c3 
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Tagg. CompUmeots ! - oh t call not by that hacknied 
term the voice of truth — rlorely nymph, ah ! deign to hear 
me, I'll teach you what it is to love. 

Miis P. Love — dear Mr.' Tagg. Oh ! moderate your 
transpoi::tis — be advised ; think no more of this fatal passion. 

Tagg, Think no more of it : 

- ■ Can love be controll'd by advice ? 
Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 

Oh then, consent, my angel, to join our hearts in one, or 
give me my death in a bumper. ' 

' Miss P, [Aside.'] Can J reftiseany thing to such a lover ? 
-^but were I, my dear friend, to consent to our tenderjunion, 
how could we contrive to escape ? my brother's vigilance 
would overtake us ; pd^you might have reason to repent of 
his auger. 
Tagg. Oh, he's a Goth, a mere Vandyke, my love. 

But fear makes the danger seem double ; 
Say, Hymen, what mischiefs can trouble ? 

1 have contrived the plot and every scene of the elopement ; 
but in this shady blest retreat will I unfold it all — lefs sit 
down like Jessica and the fair Lorenzo, here. 

Would you taste the noon-tide air. 
To yon fragrant bower repair. • 

- [They sit in the bower* 
Since music is the food of love, we'll, to the nightingale's 
complaining notes, tune our distresses and accoitl our 
woes. * 

fFhile Tagg is singing in burlesque. Little Pickle, L. u. l. 

steals round the Stagd and gets behind the Bower, and sews 

their clothes together, and then goes out behind tmperceived 

by them. 

Miss P. Oh ! I could listen thus for ever to the united 
charms of love and harmony — but how are we to plan our 
escape ? 

Teigg. (l.) In a mea:* and low attire, muffled up in a 
great cloak and disguised with a large hat, will 1 await you 
in this happy spotr-but why, my soul — why not this instant 
fly ?—this moment wijl I seize my tender bit of Jamb — 
D— — m me, there I had her as dead as mutton. [Aside. 
. Miss P. (r.) No, I am not yet equipped for an elope- 
ment, and what is of more consequence still, I. have not got 
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■* ' . .. . *. 

with m^ a casket of. jewels Ihaye preparedy rather, too 
valuable to leave behind. 
Tagg, I'hat Uoi some. consequence, indeed^ to me. . 

My diamond, my pearl, 
Then be a good girl 
■ ' Until I come to you again. 

Miss P. Come back ag£dn in the disguise immediately, 
and if fortune favours faithful lovers' tows, I will con;trive 
to slip out to you. 

. ^Tagg. Dispose of me, lovely creature, .as you please ; but 
don*t forget the casket. 

Little Pickle runs in, l. 2n<iE. 

, Little P. Granne! granne! ,. • . / .. r- . • . 

Miss P. What rude interi'uption is this ? 
Little P, Nothing at all — only father is coming,' that's 
all. 

Tagg, The devil he is — what a catastrophe ! \_Beth rise.. 
Miss P. One last, adieu! [Embracing,] Think you.virtJ:- 
shall ever meet again ? ... 

[ Thetf find themselves fastened together, and struggle. 

Tagg, D n me ! If I think we shall ever part. 

Miss P.. [Tenderly J] Don't detain me ; won't yoii let me 
go? 

Tagg, Zounds ! I wish you were gone. 
[They stni^gle, and at last get free, and run q^ differ- 
ent ways ; Aliss Pickle, R., Tagg, l. 

Enter Old Pickle, l. 2nd e. 

Old P» Well, all's not so bad as I feared — ^he is not yet 
gone to sea, and Margery assures me I shall see him e'er 
long, quite another thing from what he was— But now let 
me look after my sister — though she made me play the fool, 
1*11 take care to prevent ?*«• — I must not give up the consols 

to but odso, I have not yet seen, my daughter ;. I'll to 

her first, lest young yeo, yeo, yeo, should get her ship't 
off — and when I have secured fifteen, I'll look after fifty — 
but who's coming here ? I'll conceal myself and watch. 

[Retires up a little, 

• ' - * 

Enter Miss Pickle, with a casket, r. 

Miss P. [Passing over to the bower'] Mr. Tagg, Mr. 
Tagg — I hopel^e i3 returned — how! tremble — kind Cupid, 
guide your votary's feeble steps— Oh, my dear Mr. Tagg, 
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Le the casket, and let os make haste, that we maf Escape 

'^re my brother comes. 
iCiicha hold of LUtle Pickle, who U behind the bower, dit" 
, guised as Tagg, Little Pickle kiesing her hand. Theff rwn 

.towards Old Pickle, who comes forward and stops th^ 
' Old P* (l.) Your most obedient humble aemant, ma'am ! 
•— well said, fifty, egad— sir, your most obsequious, Mr. 
Alexander, Mr. Romeo— John — William— Thomas, {Col" 
ling the SereantsA You shan't want attendants, mighty 
prince-; hut mayhap you had rather sleep in a castle, great 
hero, we have a coBTenient goal dose by — ^where you'll be 
yery safe, most illustrious chief. 

Enter R. and l. Servants. 

Miss P^ (a.) Heavens ! a jail ! poor dear Mr: l^agg, a 
victim to his love for me — <>h, let us implore his forgive- 
ness — intreat him to release you. [To Tagg. 
. Little P. (c.) [Kneels and throws off" his disguise as Tagg, 
and appears in his own hair, though still in the sailot^s dress.^ 
Thus let me implore for pardon, and believe, that a repen- 
tance so sincere as mine will never suffer my heart again 
to wander from if s duty towards him. 

Old P. What* s this ! my son. [Ejeit Miss Pickle, R. in an- 
ger; embracing Little Pickle.] Odds my heart, I'm glad to see 
him once more — Oh, you dear little fellow ! — ^but,you wick- 
ed scoundrel, how did you dare play me such tricks ? 

Little P. Tricks ! Oh, sir, recollect you have kindly 
pardoned them already ! and now you must intercede for 
me with my aunt, that I may have lier foigiveness too, for 
preventing her from eloping, as she designed, with her ten- 
der swain, Mr. Tagg. 

Old P. Mr. Tagg ; odso, then the consols were sinking 
apace, but you have raised them once more. 

Little P. And do you then indeej, sir, sincerely forgive 
me, and forget all my follies ? 

OldP, Forget *em, ah! had you vexed me as much again , 
I should be more than repaid by the happiness of this mo- 
ment. 

Little P. Kind sir, my jOy is then complete, and I will 
never more offend. [Comes forward* 

FINALE and CHORUS.— Little Pickle. . 

Dear sir, once more receive me, ^ 

And take me to your arms, 
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Nor drive mc forth to wander 
Exposed to rude alarms. 
Hisl 
My j ^^^> ^^^^> obedience. 

This penitence refuse, ' 
Then ne'er adopt another child, 

For 1^1 alone {^^ I yours. 
Chorus— My duty, love, &c. 

my' J W w then completed, 

Would but each generous heart, 
With partial favour smiling. 

Applaud the artless jest. 
The object of these childish pranks. 

Was barely to amuse *em ; 
Then censure not a school-boy's feults. 

But laugh at, and excuse 'em. 

Chorus— The object of my duty, love, &c. 



THE END. 
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g REMARKS. 

^ ^His Farce is of French origin ; it in a laughable satire on' 
<^ one of the many whimsies that have periodically bewitched 
^ the minds of men — ^' Animal Magnetism." La Fleur, an 
^ intriguing valet in the service of tiie Marquis de Lancy, 
P? under the assumed title of Doctor Mystery, a learned pro^* 
fessor of the magnetic art» introduces himself into the 
^ jhouse of an old physician, the guardian and lover of A 
'^ young lady of whom the Marqms is enamoured, and offers 
to jmpart to him the wonderful secret of a certain wand, 
with which, by holding in a particular position, he will sO 
direct the animal fluid, that it siiall immediately give the 
said physician an excruciating rheumatism of two hours' 
duration, changing the paroxysm to a violent fit of th^ 
gout, then to convulsious, and finally to a raging fever. — 
This interesting experiment the old gentleman very natu- 
rally prefers seeing tried on some one else: La Fleurf 
therefore, proposes to introduce a patient of his, (the Mar- 
quis, in disguise,) wjiom the faculty have given over as 
incurable, in order that the Doctor may be convinced, by 
ocular demonstration, of the healing and sublime art of 
'* Animal Magnetism." This proposal, after 8ome qualms 
on the Doctor^ s part, is at length agreed to, and now the 
plot begins to work. The magnetic wand is in general 
circulation. Behold it first in the hand of the Doctor, 
exerting its magic influence on the mistress and the maid, 
who, as a matter of course, fall desperately in love with 
him. And here arises a dilemma ; for, as it is no part of the 
old gentleman's plan to inspire both ladies with a |}assion 
for him, the affection of Lisette becomes exceedingly trou- 
blesome; in order, therefore, to get rid of it, he transfers the 
wand to one Master Jeffrey, who, having first been bitten by 
a mad dog, has had one eye put out by the Doctor, that he 
might make sure of the other— when lo ! Mistress and 
Maid become enamoured, as usual. This sudden turn is 
no less perplexing to the Doctor; he impatiently .snatches 
away the wand, and hurries oft Jeffrey , to compound some 
medicines, though not before he had received a slap or 
two pn the face from Lisette^ (the ^ect having ceased 
with tlie cause,) for his amorous- presumption. The 

a3 



6 RBMAAES. 

patient is then introduced, and the maguetic power, as 
Cranhiogitis would say, becomes fiiUtf developed. Sighs, 
tears, 'and transports, follow each other, in rapid succes- 
sion : the Doctor is alarmed at these sjpnptoms ; and a dance , 
comically enough introduced, puts an end to the Act, 
though not to his uneasiness. We have now a trick at the 
expense of Jiiffrey : this unlucky person, by the wicked 
invention of Liseite, has a touch of hydrophobia. Copious 
showers of water are discharged in his face, and it is pro* 
posed by all parties to smother him. To the latter, (though 
the Doctor assures him that it will be over in ten minutes,] 
he evinces a particular dislike, and very prudently scampers 
off sa fast y if not as madyBs a March hare. The Doctor*s 
turn follows next : — the patient becomes seriously affected 
by the old gentleman's experiments — his tortures redouble, 
his strength fails — ^his eyes lose their sight— he dies. 
Where are the infallible drops ? Under lock and key — 
and J^rey has run off with tiie latter. Exit the Doctor, 
La Fleur and the Marquis exchange clothes in the interim ; 
and the plotting Valet is Aim^f^ unexpectedly placed in 
jeopardy — for counterfeiting death in his master's stead, 
'llie Doctor returns in a violent bustie, with a bag of instru- 
ments in his hand, resolved, as a dernier resort^ to hazard 
an experiment of his own on the body, in the hope of 
restoring It to life. This is no very agreeable prospect to 
La Fleur, particularly when he hears that a skillet of oil 
is on thejire, ready to give efficacy to the experiment in 
question. At this important crisis, the Marqtiis de Lancy 
appears, accompanied by Messieurs Piccard and fran^ois, 
disguised as physicians, to inquire after a patient that had 
been brought thither by a notorious professor of quackery. 
They are shown the dead body, and the sham physicians 
commence taking notes with great gravity. The plot thus 
thickening upon the unfortunate Doctor, who stands a 
chance of being hanged for murder, he agrees to forego 
the pleasure of espousing his fair ward, whom he resigns 
to the Marquis, on the promise of the affair being hushed 
up. The re-animation of La Fleur speedily follows ; and 
the old guardian discovers, with bitter reflections on his 
own gullibility, the tridE that has been played upon him. 
" Animal Magnetism" possesses the principal requisites 
of farce ; — fun, bustie, and extravagance. The waggery of 
La Fleur ^ the perplexity of the Doctor— wid. the pertness 
of Lisette, form a good picture. The piece was first per- 
ifbnned at Covent Garden Theatre, in tiic year 1788, wl(h 
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great success ; and it has e?er since continued a fovoarite 
with the public 

Little Quicl{ was the original Doctor: his rubicund face, 
with its rich comic expression, his Sancho Panza-lilce 
figure, and his voice, bearing some affinity to the squeals 
qi a Bartlemy-fair trumpet, invested the character with a 
degree of drollery that it has not exhibited since. This 
is a part; and Doctor Jtojtp, in '< St. Patrick^s Day,'* is 
another, tiiat no actor has ever touched like Quick : and 
excellent as the performance of Mr. Wm» Farren un- 
doubtedly is, he holds not, in this Instance, such absolute 
sway over our risible faculties, as his veteran predecessor. 
Mr. Fawcett, in La Fbmry is all that can be desired. His 
description of the wonderful animal fluid h most learned 
and confused ; he betrays a becoming horror at the sight 
of the Doctors apparatus ; receives the gratuitous slaps 
bestowed by Lisette, with exemplary patience ; and not 
toeing absolutely defunct, according to College rules, starts 
into life again, Mrith admirable spirit and vivacity. Miss 
Uecvey, however agreeable, is far inferior to Mrs. Wells, 
the original Cowslip to Edwin's Lirigo : and Mrs. Gibbs, 
though less arch and piquant than our old favourite, the 
late Mrs. Mattockjs^ displays, with considerable advantage, 
tliat broad style of humour, which no actress knows how 
to employ with better grace and effect than herself. 

** Animal Magnetism" is the production of Mrs. Inch- 
bald, a lady to whom the public are indebted for much 
dramatic entertsunment. 

^fj-f D G. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L—An Apartment ifi the Doetor^sHouee.—A 
table y choir, pen, ink, paper, and wafere, - 

Enter Constance, r. haatUy, meeting Lisbttb, l. 

. Con. LiSETTE, Lisettey who do you think I hare just 
aeeo ? 

//». (l.) Your old guardian, I suppose* 

Con, Do you think I shouM look thus pleasant, if it was 
h^ I meant ? 

//tf. Who, then ? — our julor who keeps the keys ^ 

Con, (rO What, poor Jeffrey ? ha, ha, ha ! — How you 
talk! 

Lit, No, no ; I guess who vou mean ;-^the young Marquis 
De Laucy | and he has passed so frequently under your win- 
dow, within these few days, that I am amazed your guardian, 
with nU h& suspicions, lias oot obseryed hitUi 

Con, He has walked by, t^ve ten times within this hoiir, 
and ev^ery tiiiie with his eyes fixed up to the lattice of my 
window, and I had no heart to remove from it, for, every 
time, he saluted me witli a most respectful bow. 

JM, (l.) Was his valet with him ? 
. Con,, (a.). No ; but I saw another person in deep conver- 
sation with him, a strange-looking man, who appeared like 
one of the faculty, for his dress very much resembled that 
of my guardian's. 

Lie. Who could it be ? 

Con, But what most surprised me, he had a letter in his 
hand, which, he respectMly held up to md'; but I could not 
reach it. 

Lie, I know who it i»-^La Fleur, valet to the Marquis, 
disguised as a doctor ; and I have no doubt but, under that 
disguise, he will find means to introduce himself io ,your 
aid guardiao)^ and perhaps be bro4ight into the vc>ry hoose ; 
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and if I can assist hisscheitfe I will ; for is it not a shame, 
the Doctor should dare, here in Paris, to forbid botli you 
and your servant to stir from home ; lock us up, and tr^t 
us as women are treated in Spain ! [^t'M anger. 

Con* Never mind, Lisette, don't put yourself in a passion, 
for we can learn to plot and deceive, and treat him as men 
are treated in Spain. 

Lit, Right, madam ! and to prove I am not less inclined 
than yourself to Spanish manners, I am as much in love as 
you are. 

CoTu Not with the Marquis ? 

Lis. Do you think I don't know better where it is my 
duty to love ? I am in iote with his man. 

Cun. X wish I knew the contents of tibat letter he held 
out to me. 

Lis, That you are beloved — ^admiredr-l can tell every word 
in it— I know every sentence as well as if I had read it — > 
and now, madam, it is my advice, you sit down and answef 
it directly. 

Cm, Before I have read it ? 

Lis, Yea, yes'; give your answer at the time you )*eceive 
his letter — consider how convenient it will be to give the 
one, while you take the other :— we are so watched, you 
know, tiiat we ought to let no opportunity pass, for fear we 
should never get another ; and, therefore, when he finds 
means to send his letter, you must take the same to return 
yours. 

Con. But if my guardian should ever know I had writ- 
ten to a gentleman— 

Lis. I'll write for you : — and, should there be any disco- 
very, the letter will be in my hand- writing, not yours. We 
must lose no time— the Doctor is abroad at present, and it 
must be both written and delivered before his return. 

[Crosses and sits at the table f r. and begins to write. 

Con, But, my dear Lisette — 

Lisi Don't put me out. 

Con. What are you saying ? 
V Lis, [/irri/t7i«.] What you are thinking. 

Con. You don't know my thoughts ? 

Lis. I do. And here they are, in this letter. 
Con. Let me look at it ? 

Us. No, don't examine your thoughts, I beg you won't : 
[Folds the letter and rises.] besides, you have no time to 
read. it. I must run to the garden gate and deliver it imme- 
^iai^y— '[Crosses, L.] The worst difficulty is, having, for 
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near an hoar, tonupplicate this poor simple decrepid foot of 
the old Doctor's to open me the garden gate for a moment : 
Jeffrey! [Calls, 

Con* The Doctor has lately appointed Jeffrey his apothe* 
cary-T-he is busy preparing of medicines, and will be angry 
at being disturbed. 

Zrif. No mattpi'— it may save the life of some of his mas* 
ter's patients. 

Enter Jeffrey, l. s. £.; a bandage on his left eife, and one 

on his right leg. 

Jef* [Comes between them."] You made me overthrow die. 
whole decoction. 

Lis. Great apothecary ! 

Con* (r.) And alone worthy the physician under whom 
yott have received instructions. 

Jef. I am very sorry I overthrew the decoction, for it was 
for my usc-^my leg is in pain still, and I am not yet satis- 
fied the dog was not mad. 

Lis. (l.) I tell you, I am sure he was not ; and, had you 
suffered him to live, it would have proved so. 

Je/. My master ordered me to kill him. 

Lih Merely to make you believe he was mad, and to show 
his skill by pretending to preserve you from the infection* 

Jef, Nay, don't speak against my master. 

Lis. Who was it undertook to cure your eyes ? 

Jef. He; and, thank heaven, Lisette, I shidl not suffer 
any more from that ! 

Lis. Why, then, do you wear a bandage ? 
. Je/., To hide the place vi^ere it was. 

Lism And is it thus the Doctor cured you ? 

Je/» He was sokind to. put my left eye out, in order to 
save the right. 

Con. Well, still you are more fortunate than the God of 
Love ; for he has no eyes at all — 

Jef. And I shall have two, very soon, for my master has 
promised me to buy me one at the great manufactory, which 
will be much handsomer than either of my other — a very 
handsome glass one. 

Lis. And if the Doctor will remake you thm, piece by 
piece, in time, my dear Jeffrey, you may become a very 
pretty man : — ^but you know, Jeffrey, I love^you even as you 
are. 

Jef. Love me-^that's a good joke — Lisette, I am afi'sdd 
you want something of me, you speak to me so pleasantly-. 
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lAi. Want flOmething «f yoo— how could snch att id^ 
enter your head } 

. Jef* Because, when you don*t want something of me,- 
you huff me, and cuff me. — from morning to night, eh, eh ! 
you look no more as you do now. Why, if I was dying, I ' 
durst hardly sipeak to you. , 

. lAa, Well, heneeforwardyott shall have no reason to com- 
plain, But do you know, Jefirey/l have a little favour to* 
ask of you. 

Jef, Aye ! I thought so- 
Con, (r.) My dear Jeffrey, we will make you any recom- 
fience. 

Jef, (c.) What is it you want ? If I can do it without- 
offending my master, I will. 

/4<k (l.) if you don't tell him, he'll never know it — 

Jef* But I tell him every thing — he pays me my wages ; 
for telling — and I must not take them without earning 
them* 

Con. If money is of such value to you, here, take my 
parse. 

Jef, No ; it if not money I want, it b something else. 

Lis. What, what, then ? 

Jef, [Looking at LUeite with qfection.] Oh ! Mrs. Lisette, 
you know what I want, hut you always denied me. 

Lis. Pshaw ! if I could grant it, indeed, without my mas- 
ter knowing it — 

Jef. Oh! I won't tell Mm of tiiat, I proteet. 

Con. Well, Jeffrey, what is your favour ? 

Jef. Just one salute of Mrs. Lisette. 

Lii, Oh ! if that's all, after you have obliged us, you 
shall have twenty. 

. J4f. But I had rather have one now, than the twenty you 
promise after. 

lAi, Come then, make haste, if it must be so. 

Jef [After eabUing her.'\ Oh! the first kies of the girl, 
one loves, is so sweet. 

JM* Now you are ready to comply with our request ? 

Jef Tell me what it is ? 

lie. To give us the key of the garden gate. 

Jef. I am vlsry sorry I can't oblige you. 

Lis. Why not ? 
. Jef. For several reasons. 

lAs. Tell me one ? 

Jef la the first place, I have not got the key— my master 
took it wi(h him when he went out. 
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Lis. Yptt kwyw you tell a falsehood : he ii^ BOt got it — 
is this your bargain and your gratitude ? 
\ Jef, Nay, if you are augry at that, give me the kiss agaia. 

•^- Ugly, foolii^hy yet artful a^d cunning wretch ! leave 
the room ! You make love to me, indeed ? . Why, I always 
hated you, laughed at you, and despised you. 

Jef»i [Crosses, l.] I know that.r**Dkl not! tell you, when 
you spoke so kindly to me, you wanted something; how 
then could you expect me/to.oblige you ? 

lAs. I shall ever detest the sight of you. 

Jef* Unless you want something, and then you'll call 
me again — and then I shall kiss you again. Ha, ha, ha ! 

[JEjvUf shewing the key, i^ 

lAs, I never was so provoked in my life. 

Cqn, My dear Lisette, if our two lovers, the Marquis 
and his servant, prove namore fortunate in their schemes, 
than we have been in ours, I fear I must, according to his 
desire, marry the DoctOFT— and you. Jefirey. 

Lis. I marry'Jeffrey !•— Here comes the Doctor. 

KfUer PocTOB, x. 

l>oc. (l.) What an indignity!— I can't put up With ifhr-I 
can't bear it— I'm ready to choak with passion ! 

Cwk, (R.) Dear m', what is the matter ? 

Doc. I am disgraced, ruined, and undone. 

Con. And what has caused it, sir ? ^ 

Doc. A conspiracy of the blackest kind. [Crosses, 0.1 
plan's weakness is arrjved to its highest summit ; and 
there is nothing wanting but merit, to draw upon us the 
most cruel persecutioii* 

Lis. (l.) Ah! I understand— the faculty have been con- 
spiring against you. 

Doc. (c.) They have refused to grant me a diploma — for- 
bid me io practise as a physician ; and all because I don't 
know a parcel of insigniticant words, but exercise my pro- 
fession according to the rules of reason and nature. Is it 
i\ot natural to die ? Then, if a dozen or two of my patients 
have died under my hands, is not that natural ? 

Lis. Very natural, indeed. 

Doc. But, thank heaven ! in spite of the scandalous re- 
ports of my enemies, I have this morning nine visits to 
tnake. 

Con. Very true, sirl a young ward has sent for you, to 
attend his guardian — three nephews have sent for you,' to 
attend their uncles, very rich men — and Avelmsbauds have 

B 
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«eiit for you, in great haste, to attend their inrires. 

Doe, And is not thata sign they think what I can do ?-^ 
Is it not a sign they have the highest opinion of my sicill ? 
And ^e faculty shall see I will rise superior io their ma- 
chinations. 1 have entered npon a project, that, I believe j, 
will teaze them — I have made overtures to one of their pro-^ 
fessed enemies, a man whom they have crushed, and who is 
the chief of a sect just sprunn up ; of which, perhaps, you ne- 
ver heard, for simply, by the power of magnetism, they caa 
cure any ill, or inspire any passion* 

Cort, Is it possible ? 

Doc, Yes — and every effect is produced upon the frame, 
merely by the powet of the magnet, which is held in the 
hand of the physician, as a wand of a conjuror is held in his; 
«nd it produces wonders in physic, equally surprising. 

Cort* And will you become of this new sect ? 

Doc. If they will receive me— and by this time the pre- 
sident has, I dare say, received my letter, and I wait impa- 
tiently for an answer. [^ knock, l. 

Enter Jeffrey. 

Jef. A Doctor, at the door, desires to speak with yon. 

Docb a Doctor in my house ? 

Lis. I dare say, it is the magnetizing Doctor you have 
been writing to. 

Doc. Very likely— I dare say 'tis Doctor Mystery ; shew 
him in, Jeffrey. {Croises, l. c. 

Je/.. Please to walk this way, sir. lEjeiiJefrey, l. 

Enter La Fleur, dressed as a Doctor, l. 

La Fleur, (l.) Doctor, I hope I have your pardon, that, 
though no farther acqusuntance than by letter, I thus wait 
upon you to pay my respects. 

Con. [To Lisette, R.] It is the same I saw with the 
Marquis. 

Lis. (r. c.) [Aside^ And it is La Fleur, his valet. 
' La Fleur. And to assure you, that 1, and all my bre* 
thren, have the highest respect fur your talents, and shall 
be happy to have you a member of our society. 

Doc, (l. c.) I presume, sir, yon are Doctor Mystery, 
author and first discoverer of that healing and sublime art^ 
Animal Magnetism* 

La Fleur. I am. 

Doc. And it will render you immortal — mj; curiosity 
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to become acquainted with tlie forms and effects of your 
power is scarcely to he repressed a moment. Will you in- 
dulge me with the smallest specimen of your art^ just to 
satisfy my curiosity ? 

La Fleur. You ai'e then entirely ignorant of it ? 

Doc* Entirely. 

La Fleur, And so am I. [Aside*'] Hem^hem — ^you 
must know^ Doctor. 

Doc* Shall I send the women ont of the room ^ 

La Fleur. By no means — no, no ; but I will shew bdlii 
-you and tbem a specimen of my art directly. — You know. 
Doctor, there is an universal fluid, which spreads throughout 
all nature. 

Doc. A fluid ? 

La Fleur, Yes, a fluid — ^which is — a— fluid — and you 
know, Doctor, that this fluid — ^generally called a fluid — 
is the most subtle of all~*that is the most subtle. — Do you 
understand me ? 

Doc, Yes, yes 

La Fleur, It ascends on high, [Looking down,] and de* 
. scends on low, [Looking up.] penetrates all substances, 
from the hardest metal to the softest bosom — you under- 
stand me, I perceive ? 

Doc, Not very welL 

La Fleur, I will give you a simile then. 

Doc. I shall be much obliged to you. 

La Fleur, This fluid is like a river — You know what a 
river is ? • 

Doc. Yes, certainly. 

La Fieur. This fluid is like a river, that — ^that— run9 — 
that — goes — that-^g(*ntly glides— so — so-so — ^while there 
is nothing to stop it— But if it encounters a mound or any 
other impediment — boo —boo — boo — it bursts forth—it 
overflows the country round — ^throws down villages, ham> 
lets, houses, trees, cows, and lambs ; but remove ol»tacles 
Which obstruct its course, and it begins again, softly and 
sweedy, to flow— thus — thus— thus — the flelds are again 
adorned, dud every thing goes on, as well as it can go on. 
— ^Thus it is with the animal fluid, which fluid obeys the 
command of my art. 

Doc. Surprising art! but what are the means you 
' employ ? 

La Fleur. Merely gestui^es— or a simple touch. 

Doc* Astonishing ! give me some proof of your art di* 
rectly ; do satisfy my curiositv. 

b2 
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La Fleur, 1 will, — aud by koldiug tfais wand, * iu wfaich 
is a magnet, io a particular pofiitdon, I will so direct the 
fluid, that it shall immediately give you the most excru- 
ciating rheumatism, which will last ytu a couple of hours. 
I will then change it to the gouttr^dien to strong consul- 
slons— and after into a raging fever ; aud in this manner 
shall your curiosity become satisied. * 

[Holds up his wand as if to magnetite* 

Doc. Hold, Doctor, I had ratlier see the experiment on 
^ome'j^Bie else. 

La Fleur* Oh then, sir, I have now at my house a pa- 
tient, whom the facul^ have just given up as iiiciivable ; 
and notwithstanding his disorder is of a most violent and 
dangerous kind, I will have him brought here, and I will 
leach you to perform his cure youhielf. 

DoC' By the power of magnetism ? 

La Fleur. By the power of magnetism. 

Doc. That would do nie infinite honor indeed — but wby 
•bring him to my house — pray, who is lie ? 

La Fleur. A young teau of quality. 

I Consttmee crotsetf R. c. 

Con. (r. c.) Dear, sir, let him be brought hither^ and 
let me see the cure performed. 

Doc. [Takes La Fleur aside,] I can't say I approve of a 
young man being brought into my house— -for you must 
know. Doctor— tiiat young lady is to be my wife : — as we 
are not ezaistly of an age, another . may make an impres- 
inou. 

La Fleur. Consider my patientfs state of health ; he is 
like a dying :maa. 

Doe. But he'll be well after I have cured him. 

La Fleur. Very true. [Doctor whi^ers La FleurJ] Tme 
— certunly it is* [Thejf whisper again. 

Con. Why this whispering ? I am ignorant what are the 
virtues of your art, Doctor, but I am sure it has not that 
of rendering you oolite. 

La Fleur. Pardon, madam— I was but instructing the 
Dootor in some {tarticulars of which you may hereafter 
■have reason to be satisfied. 

Lis. I doubt that, sir, unless your art could render this 
solitary coofiaement we are doomed to, agreea1>lc. 

La Fleur. Before the end of the day, you shall prefer 
it to all the felse pleasures of the gay world; lor what are 
more flEdse than the pleasures derived from balls, masque* 
rades, and theatres ? 
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Doc, Very true. 

Lis, Well^ I must own I love a theatre. 

La Fleur, The worst place of all, to frequent — once in 
my life, I was present at a theatrical representation ; but 
such a piece did I see, — ah ! the ullost dangerous for a 
young weman to be present at. 

Lis* [Eagerly crossing, R.] Pray, sir, what was it ? 

La Fleur, An honest gentleman, of about seventy years 
of age, was before the audience in love with a young lady 
of eighteen, whom he had brought up from her in&ncy, 
and whom he meant to make his wife. 

Doc. Very natural. 

La Fleur, A young gentleman of the neighbourhood^ 
because he was young, rich, and handsome, imagined he 
would siut the lady better. 

Doc, Just like them all. 

La Fleur. He, therefore disguised his valet, who, under 
the mask of friendship, introduced himself to this good 
man, the guardian. 

Doc. A villain! he deserved to be hanged. 

La Fleur. And seized the moment when he embraced 
him as I now embrace you ^to stretch out his hand, while 
it was behind him, and convey a letter to the lady's wait- 
ing maid. [La Fleur embraces the Doctor, and exchanges 
letters with lAsette; Lisette gives the letter she receives to 
Conitanee ; La Fleur puts the other into his pocket.^ 

Lis: And she gave him another. — I have seen the play 
myself ;— and it was veiy well acted. [She retires up, b« 

La Fleur, And is it not scandalous to put such examples 
before young people ? 

Con, And pray. Doctor, do you think I am not under 
Rufficient confinement, that you take the same methods to 
make me still more unhappy. 

La Fleur, [To the Doctor,} Why does your ward dis« 
like confinement ? 

Doc. Because she dislikes me. 

La Fleur. Are you sure of that ? 

Doc. Yes, I think i am. 

Con. I am dying with curiosity to read my letter. 

[Aside, and exit, R. 
' La Fteut. This wand shall cause in her sentiments the 
very reverse. In this is a magnet which shall change her 
disposition. Take it, [Gives the wand,] and, while you 
keep it, she will be constrained to iove you witli the most 
ardent passion. 

b3 ^ 
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Doc. I thank you a thousand times. IQiHte in rapture. 

Lis. ExceUent [Ea^it^ R. 

Doe. Her mud has orerheard us. 

La Flew. No, no; but take me hi to another apartment, 
and I will explain to youwhat,aitpre8eol, you are not able 
to comprehend— after whichj yofiwiU permit me to step 
home, and fetch my patient hither. 

Doc. Certainly— when I am in poaaession of my ward's 
affection, I can have notbiof to apfirehend fron» him.— 
And you ate sure she will now become farourable to me ? 
Vou are sure I shall attract hel* ? 

La Flew, Yes, sme— by the h>adstoQe« [EJfit, a. 

END OP THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT IL 

S€EN£ l."^Anoth4fr apartfMnt in the Doetofs Mowe.-^A 
Twble and Chair ^ u Couch, c. and Tablfi,ufiih a Medi' 
cine Chesty Bottle of fVater, and Glass upon it, r. 

i^n^er LisETTE an^if Constance, r. 

Lis, I overheard it all — and he has givei^ your guardian 
the wand in which yon heard him say the magnet was 
contained — km\ while he keeps it, it is to magnetise you, 
and force yon to love him, in spite of yourself. 

Con. All this a^grees with the letter he has given me 
from his master, in which the Marquis iuforms me, by 
what accident that letter, my gu^Wan sent to the Doctor 
who professes magnetism, fell into Ms hands, and immedi'^ 
ately gave him the idea of disguising his valet, and sendli^ 
him hither under the name of that Doctor ; — ^but where is 
La Fleur now ? 

. Lis. Just left your guardian, and gone home to bring the 
patient you heard him speak of— and I would lay a wager, 
that very patient is no other than the Marquis himsdf. 

- Con. But for what end Is all this ? 

Lis. That they have planned, you may depend upon ii — 
For the present, you have nothing to do but to pretend an 
affection for your guardian. 

- Con. It will be dHficult to feign a passion my heart re* 
volts at. 



lAi, Never £ear your good acting ! — ^Besides^ I wiQ take au 
equal share in it. 

Con, How? y6a! 

Lis. VW foil in lo^e with the Doctor as well as you. 
-If the magBetism affects you, why not have the same 
power over me ? and if it makes you love him, it shall make 
me adore him* 

Con* Hush ! here he comes. [Theif retire up stage. 

Hunter Doctor, with the wand, l. 

Doct [Crossing l. Aside.'\ What he has told seems so 
very surprising, that nothing but proofs can thoroughly 
convince me — and now for the proof! [Looks at Con- 
Mance.'] 

Lis. [Aside to Constance."] He ogles you, cast a tender 
.IcK^, and accompany it with a sigh. 

Con. [Sighing,} Alas! [Coming down^vu 

Doe. My dear Constance, my lovely ward,— what, 
what makes you sigh ? Weariness of your confinement, I 
suppose \ 

Con. Ab^ sir! [Sighing. 

Doc. Come; come, I confers, the restraint you have beep 
under has been too much, and I am not surprised you 
have taken a dislike to me. 

Con, A disiike to you ? Ah \ sir ! [Si^ng^ Oh, guardian ! 
[Going to speak, turns awap and Aides her face. 

Doc. [Aside.] I believe it will do. Come, come, Con- 
stance, do not sigh and make yourself untiasy ; you shall 
not live many weeks tlius retired, for I am thinking of 
marryiug you very soon [Turns eagerly to him.] to a fine 
young gentleman. . [Turns away from ftim, 

• Con. Ah, cruel ! [Near crying. 

Doc. What did you say ? If I have the good fortune to 
be beloved by you, let me have the happiness to hear it 
from y<kirfi61f ? 

Con. Yes, cruel man !— «ome invincible power compels 
me, in spit^ of my resistaacel— Yes, I lo^e you. 

lAs. And I adoK! you ! [Cmdng down, l. 

Doc. [Starting.] What ! you toa ? I did not expect that ! 

lAs, No, mine is nut Blierely a love, but a rage-^^avio- 
lence-l-I doat to distraction — love you to the loss of my 
?healUi, of spirits, of rest and life. . . 

Con. If you do not take pity on the passion which burns 
4d Biy heart 1-- , [fVUh^tmdemesa* 
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Xrit. If you can be regardless of the flanies which con- 
sume me with violence— 

Con, Can you be insensible of my tender pleadings ? 

Lis, Take care how you turn my affection to hatred. 

Doc \ Goes from between them. Aside,] What a terri- 
ble situation I have got myself into ! — llie efiect of the 
magnetism is very natural ; it acts upon one as well as 
another ; but Lisette's love is very troublesome. 1*11 call 
Jeffrey in, and give up part of my power to him ; he will 
take the wand for a few minutes, and charm Lisette. 

Con, Why do you thus run from me ? Is this the return 
-my love demands ? — But be not uneasy ; death shall deliver 
you from an object, whose passion you despise. 

[Turns pom him and crosses ^ tu 

Do^c. (c.) Oh, that you could but read what is written in 
my heart ! 

Lis, [l.] Ah, sir, behold *the state [Kneels,] to which 
you have reduced apoor innoceut. If T am treated with kind- 
ness, I am naturally soft, gentle, and tender ; but; if I 
am neglected [Rising,]— hy all that's great and precious, I 
wiU do some sti*ange thing either to you, or my rivaL 

Doc* This Lisette is so furious, she makes me tremble ; 
I must put an end to her affection.— Jeffrcjrj 

^ii/«r Jeffrey, h, 

Jef. Hei*e, sir ; what do you want with me ? 

Doc, Take this and carry it to my atudy. [Gives the 
wand.] 

Jef, Yes, sir— directly. [Crosses, n. 

Doc, Stop a moment, Jeffrey ; stop a moment. 

Jef. Two or three moments, if you please. 

Doc, [Aside,] Now we shall see what effect it has. 

Us, [To Constance,] I see through this design ; let us fall 
in love with Jeffrey. 

Can, With all my heart. 

Doc, .Well, Jeffrey— and — and how do you do, Jeffrey? 

Jef, Pretty well, considering my 1^, where tlie dog bit 
me, and considering I cart only see with one eye. 

Lis, But even that misfortune does not prevent your 
looking very agreeable, Jeffrey. 

Doc, [./^£tV«.] It succeeds; she is taken. 

Jef, W|)at ! Are you beginning to laugh at me again ? 

Lis, Laugh at yon ! No, Jeffrey. I now wonder how it 
was possible I should ever laugh at you ; how becoming 
is that bandage— And the eye we do see ha& a thousand 
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times more bewHchiug charms, for the absence of that we 
do not Dear Madam, only observe him. 

€om^ Whb can resist that amiable figure, dearest Jeffrey? 
. Je/^ Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Doe* [AiideA This is as bad as the other. 
• Jef, I. think the mad dog has bit us all. 

Lis* Is it possible you can love Jeffrey ? No, no, your situ- 
«ataon forbids it ; talce, talie my master ; I resign him to 
you. IPuts hhn aver, l. c. 

Con. No, I remgn him to you. 
£A9, I will not have him. 
JOoc. This is a very disagreeable situation. 
Lis, Jeffrey, will you be deaf to my passion ? 
Con* Yes, I am sure he vvSll prefer me. 
. Jef. No, I won't *: I have been in love with her this 
twelve months. Had Fllnuidce choice of her. 
Con* Then what will become of me ? 
Boc» I can baar this no longer ; give me that [SnaicAes 
the wifnd,] And do you make up some medicines. 

Jef. Ah \ my dear Lisette ! you have made me so hap- 
py, I must Bhsike hands. IQ^ers to take her hand; she slap* 
Aif/octf.l 

Lis* Learn to behave with more reserve for the future. 
Jef» £cod ! I think you have not behaved with much 
reserve ; did you not hang upon me, and said you loved me ? 
Lis. Love you ! Behold 41^ master, and do not imagine 
I can love any but him. 
Con, No ; who can love any bitt him ? 
Doe, This is worse and worse — ^whereis the Doctor ? If 
he does not come and give me some relief, I am a ruined 
man. [A loud knocking, l.] Jeffrey, see if that is him. [E^t 
J^ep, L*] I. have no doubt but it is, and with him the 
young patient,'on whom I am to prove my skill. Constance, 
and you Lisette, leav^ the room for the present 

Con. Yes, if you will go with me ; but how do you think 
it is possible forme to leave you? — a feeling which 1 cannot 
explain-*- 
Lis. And one I cannot explain — 
Doc* But I am going to prescribe— and it is improper* 

Unter La Fleur, l. leading the Marquis, dressed in a 
handsome robe de ehambre. and night, cap ; the Doctor 
and Jeffrey draw the cimrjor him, c. 

La Fleur. This, Doctor, is your patient— This is the re- 
nowned physician, from whom you are to expect a cui«. 
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Doc* (r. c.) He looks surprisingly well, considering 
now much he has suflfered. 

La Fleur. That renders his case the more dangerous. — 
I would rather a patieut of mine should look ill, and be in 
no danger, than look well, and be in imminent danger. 

Mar, (c.) To conceive the suflferings I have under- 
gone, a being mast be transformed ; he must be more, be- 
fore he can conceive what I have felt— for months, have i 
led this agonizing life ! — But I am told, Doctor, you cai^ 
put an end to my disorder — you have, in your possession, 
that which can give me ease ; — bnt by what science you 
are master of so great a power, I own, is beyond my com- 
prehension. , 

La Fleur. [l. of Marquis,] Dear sir, you know -not all 
the resources in the art of medicine ;' trust firmly, that 
you are in the hands of persons well informed and well 
practised — we know how to give nature a fillip. 

Doc, Doctor Mystery, do you use your authority with 
these females, to leave us to ourselves. 

Con. (r.) 1 can't go. 

Lit. (r.) Nor I. 

La Fleur. I believe it is very true. [Goes and feels their 
pulses.} No, they can't go—* no — the force of the attraction 
will not suffer them to go. [7b the Doctor.] What do you 
-thuik of the power of magnetism now ? 

Doc. It has double the power 1 desire, and I wish it not 
to act on Lisetta 

Con. [To Lis.] \ hope the Marquis is not really ill. 

La Fleur. [Comes forward with the Doctor.] I will re- 
medy that. [ffTuspers the Doctor, while the Marquis makes 
signs of hee to Constance ,* she gets nearer to his chair.] 
Now attend to what I am going to do ; 1 will turn the whole 
affection of the maid upon myself. 

Doc. I will be very much obliged to you. [La Fleur 
whispers the Doctor again.] 

Mar. [In a tow voice to Constance.] One word ouly^* 
will you be mine, should my scheme prove successful ? 

Con. What is it ? 

Mar. I have no time to say ; but answer me, will you 
be mine ? 

Con. I will. 

Doc. [l. c. In a low voice to La Fleur.] Very well, ex- 
tremely well : this will do very well, and now deliver me 
from her love as soon as you can. 

La Fleur. (l.) I must approach her, and 'tis done. [Goes 
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lo Liseiie, makes iigns of magnetUm ; then^ m a whisper, '\ I 
am in love vnth you ; feign to be so with me. 

Lis. I am in earnest, without feigning, 

LaFleur, (a. c.) So much the better; it will appear 
more natural. ^Returns to the Doctor.] It's done ; observe 
how she looks at me. [During this, the Marquis and Con- 
stance are ejschanging sighs,] 

Doc> (l.) What au art ! 

LaFleur. (l.) But I will shew its power in a manner 
yet more astonishing. 

Con» [ To the Marquis, in a hw voice] I was on thh point 
of being mai-ried to my guardian. 

Doc, Is it possible ? 

Mar. [Forgetting himself , and in warmth,] Distraction! 
that must never be. [Doctor turns to him in surprise ^ Li' 
sette perceiving himJ] 

Lis. Oh, heavens ! look to the patient 

LaFleur, One of his fits has seized him» [Marquis pre- 
tends a fit.] but it's nothing, it will soon be over. 

Mar. Nay, do not hide yourself ; oh ! oh ! that I could 
plunge this steel [Hdds up his handkerchief .] a hundred 
iSmes in that detestable heart ; come on, monster, and ac- 
knowledge thy conqueror, expiring under iJbis hand. 

Doc, I'll go into the next room ; it is me, I believe, he is 
going to kill. [Going over to R. of Marquis. 

La Fleur. (l.) But he has no weapon ; don't be afr&id. 

Con, [To La Fleur.] Oh, dear sir, relieve him from this 
terrible fit. 

Doc. Do ; I beg, you will. 

La Fleur, I cannot wholly relieve him at present ; but 
you shall see me change the manner of his raving*: behold 
my power. [Pretends to magnetise.] See, his countenance 
changes ; his looks express tenderness — now it it no lon- 
ger fuiy that transports him ; but the soft languor of love 
now pervades his senses. . 

Mar, [Looking at Constance, who is k. c] Oh ! charm- 
ing Arpasia. 

La Fleur, Arpasia was the oame of his first love ; he 
fancies himself near to her. [Marquis rises from his chair, 
and kneels to Constance.] 

Mar. Is it you, then, whom I behold ; but, alas ! you 
do not suspect what I have suffered in your absence ; and I 
only retain my life, in the pleasing hope of one day passing 
it with you, and rendering yours as happy as my own ; 
what am I to think of this silence ? You do not anflfwer to 
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my tender complidDts. Ah' ! yoaJhMe me, yoh despise me ;• 
^but dread the effects of this ooatempt ; I feel it is in my- 
power to accomplish all. [Ruing, 

Lit, .He is going into his ranng fit again ; pray, madam , 
speak to him, if it is bat a word. 
Mar. Speak to me one word, if it is only one word. 
La Fleun Your ward is afraid of disobliging you ; but 
give her leave to speak to him, if it is but one word, only 
to be witness to a^scene so nouvelle. 
Doc» But, harkye. 

La flew. Pshaw ! pslmw ! She looks at you for consent : 
tell her, she may say yes-rjiist yes. -* 

Doe, But why suff(^ her to speak ? 
' LaFleur. Consider you are tn possession of die magnet, 
and nothing can prevent tbe.powerof that charm. 

Mar. Ah I cruel ; ought I thus to wait fiiu* a word from- 
those lips ? you wish-tben to behold me die ? 
Doe. Well, well, answer him, yes. 
Mar. Do you love me? . ' 
Con. Yes. 

Mar, [Kisset her hand,] I am transported ! 
Dqc. [Endeavouring to eeparate ihem.] Hold ! hold ! 
This is a fit as powerful to me as it is to you. 

JM. Dear sir, let him alone ; he may foil into his rage 
again. 

Mar. What thrilling tranaport rushes to my heart ; all 
nature appears to my ravished eyes more beaotilbl tiSan 
poets ever formed ! Aurora diawns-^the feathered song« 
sters chaunt their most melodious sireint—tlie gen^ ze- 
phyrs breathe their choicest perfumes, and the inspiring 
^ scene iutoxicajtes my very soul. 

Doc* Cpme, chaiHie this fit into another. 
MoTn AocI yotiy who listen to me, partake my joy ; come 
and 4vfeU wl:^'ii|ie under the shady brancbeff of the rivers 
side ; come, lovely shepherdess ; [Takethold of Conttanee.] 
come, young shepherd ilTakee hold (if ihe Daefot,^ mingle 
in the dance. ' « 

. Lie, Come) young shepherd, [TtiketkMd/ the Doctor 
with one hand, and La Flwr with the 4/ther.'] 

Doc. I can't dance. 
, Mar. In vain you refuse; -paaswithgcutle steps the mossy 
l»anks li and join in the rural pastime. [ Tahee their hands and 
dances them round the stage y the Doctor stwkward and un^ 
willingly,} [All exeunt^ tu 

END OF ACT|I« 
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ACT ni. 

SCENE l.—The Doctor^s House,— Couchy with pillow and 
counterpanej^Tabley with- pen, kik^ and paper on r. ; — 
Table oni^,toith decanter of water; glass, powder-ptf^, 
j-c.i on it, 

Enier'LiSBTTB and La Vlevtl, r. 

Lis. But wheu is this farce to end ? 

La Fleur. (r.) My master, now he is introduced^ will 
take advantage of some circumstances, to obtain, either by 
force or stratagem, the Doctor's consent to his wishes ; and 
as he finds he is beloved by the young lady, which before 
he was in doubt of — 

Lis. (l.) Pshaw ! he might easily have guessed her senti- 
ments. A young woman, weary of confinement as she 
was, is easily in love with the first young man who solicits 
her affections. 

La. Fleur, And may 1 hope you love me ? 

Lis, Aye, sir, I am weary of confinement, like my mi»- 
tress. 

La Fleur, A thousand thanks, my dear Lisette. 

Lis, But while Jeffrey keeps the keys of every door, no 
creature can either go out, or enter, without his leave. 

La Fleur, And is there no way to get rid of him ? 

Lis. Yes ; a thought strikes me this moment : a couple 
of days ago, one of our neighbours' dogs bit him, and our 
Doctor, merely toishow his skill in the cure, persuaded him ♦ 
the dog was mad*: suppose we make the Doctor himself 
believe he was really so, and that poor — 

Enter Doctoe, r. with the wand. 

Doc. He has had another fit ; but I have just now left 
him in a sound sleep, which came upon him as suddenly as 
any of his waking paroxysms. 

La Fleur, If that is tlie case, he must be left alone ; we 
will not disturb him. 

Lis, [Aside to La Fleur. "[ When I return, be sure to 
confirm whatever I shall say. [Exit, l. h. 

Doc. What ! have you persuaded her to leave you ? 

La F/eur. Yes, for a little while. ' ' 

Doc, Why, too much of love it) something tediouf*. I 

c" 
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come once more to talk with you, Doctor » upon this Rurpri- 
sing art^ which, though you have taken such great pains to 
explain, I am still far from comprehending so much as I 
think I ought. 
La Fkur. I will^ hefore long, give you such proof. 

Enier Lisett£ , followed bp Jeffrey » l. 

• L%8^ 0> save me ! save me ! or I am a dead woman. 

Doc* (r.) What's the matter ? 

Jef. (l.) ^rhis is no joke; and I won't take it as such. 

lAi, [Goes between La Fleur andDociorJ} Haye a care of 
him ; speak low, he'll he at us. 

Doc* Will be at us .> 

Lis, [In a low voice,] Jeffrey is mad ! [ Crosses, R. 

Doc, What do you say ? 

Lis. 1 found him in his bed, gnawing the bed-clothes ; 
and when he saw lue, he would have gnawed me* [Tij/e Doc- 
tor turns to Aim.] Dou't look at him, sir, don't look at him. 

Doc. Why, I don't think this possible ; the dog that bit 
him was not — 

Lis. Indeed, sir, lie was as mad as ever— 

La Fleur. Indeed, the poor creature looks as if some 
horrible infection had seized him. 

Doc. Why, I can't say but I think he does. 

Lis, And I'll give you the true proof immediately. 

[Takes a glass of water, and throws it on Aim, 

Jef. (l.) What's that for $ how dare you use me thus ? 

[In a great passion. 

Lis. llkere ; you see what a dislike he has to water. 

La Fleur. That is a symptom which confirms our sus- 
picions. 

Doc. [fnth an air of skill,] Au evident sign of the hy- 
drophobia. 

La Fleur, .Yes, of the hydrophobia-* 

[Lisette comes with another glass of watn^ to 
throw at him ; he starts over to &. 

Lis, See, see, how he looks, only at the sight of water. 

Jtf. If you dare throw any more upon— [^oAit up his 
hand.] 

Doc, Lisette, let him alone ; it is dangerous to push the 
poor creature to extremities. Doctor, suppose we mw^^^*^ 
him ? 

La Fleur. ^ No ; magnetism, in cases like this, can have 
no effect 

Doc, What remtdy then ? 
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La Fieur, I know of but one, and that is, to sniotber 
])im. 

Lis. The only thing in the world. 

Doc» And we ojight to lose no time, if it nm8t be 
done. 

Jef, (a.) What, smother me ! \_FalU on his knees to the 
Docior.] Oh ! sir, have pity on me. 

/>oc. (r.c.) Don't be friglitened; it will be over in ten 
minutes. 

Jef, But I had rather not. 

Doc, Ungrateful wretch ! do you consider the conse- 
quence of living ? 

Lis, (r.) For shame, Jeffrey ; don't ask such a thing. 

Doc. But, since he won't consent with a good grace, we 
must seize him all three together. 

Je/. Ah, mercy, what will become of me? 

Lis. [Aside io J^rejf."] Run out of the house, and never 
come back, if you would save your life. [Jeffrey runs qf, L. 

La Fleur- He sha'n't escape ; stop him there ! 

IE,tU afier him , t . 

Doc. Why, he has run into the street ; what a deal of 
.mischief he may cause ; and, as I am alive, he has run away 
with all the keys in his pocket. 

Lis. But, luckily, the doors sire o|)en. 

Doc. But, why does not the Doctor come back ? 

Lis. Depend upon it, he will not leave him, till he has 
^secured him in some safe place where he can do no mis< 
chief. '. 

Enter Cokstance, r. 

Om. Dear sir, come to the assistance of your patient : he 
-has followed me to my chamber, and frightened me out of 
my senses : I thought he was going to die. Indeed, sir, be 
is very ill ; I am sure he can't live long. 

^»f^ Marquis, r. creeping slowly to the couch, as if unable 

to walk. 

Mar. Oh, Doctor, relieve me from this pressure, or I 
die. 

Doc, I wish my brother physician was retorned. [Alarm- 
ed.] Come, sir, lean your head this way ; where is your 
complaint ? 

Alar. Here, here it lies. [Laying his hand on his sto- 
mach.] 1 fear this will be the last hour of my life* 

Doc. No, no; I hope not. [Monetising him sometimes 
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fpith one end of the taand, and'sometimes with the other.] 

Mar, The malady changes its place. Oh, my head ; 
remove it from my head, make it descend* [The Doctor 
more frighted^] Now it flies to my heart; it sets it on 6 re ; 
it tears it to pieces. 

Doc, I wish the Poctor would return. 

Mar, My tortures redouble — vultures gnaw me. Can't 

you remove them .' [Attempts again to magnetise^.} No, no ; 

my strength fails me — my eyes lose their sight — I die^- 

[GroanSf Hnks on the cottchyOnd remains motionless* 

lAs, Oh I he's dead — ^he's dead— he's dead. [Crying. 

Con, [In tears too,] What will become of us all ? — h^ 
dead— he's dead. [They cross to and fro. 

Doc. I am quite shocked at it — ^but, my deai* children , 
don't make such a noise. [7V«m^/in^.]The Ueighbours will 
hear you, and they will say ( have killed him, with some of 
my experiments. 

Lis, It was that fatal wand you put upon his heart. ' 

Doc, Yes, I suppose I directed the fluid the wrong way ; 
but, perhaps, he only fainted — who knows but we may 
recover him, — I will go and find some of my new invented 
drops, which may, perhaps, restore him. [Feels in his 
pocket] ; and that poor unhappy Jeffrey tias taken away the 
key of my cabinet, where all my drops are. 

Con. [r.] Break open the locks then, there is no time 
to lose. 

- Doc. And Doctor Mystery qot to return ;— every tAiint^ 
conspires to ruin me. [Crosses r.] I was loth to receive 
this patient into my house,— my heart foreboded some ill 
consequence. Dear me ! dear me ! 

[Eofiit R. in great measiness* 

Mar. [Rising.] If my scheme succeeds, the consequence 
will be such as you little d ream of. Where is La Fleur ? 

lAs. Gone to secure Jeffrey somewhere out of the bouse. 

Mar. If he does not return soon, all my long-concerted 
plan is overturned. 

Lis. Here he is* 

Enter La Fleur, l. 

La FTeur, T have lodged him safe fttr these two days. 

Mar, \ Taking <f^ his robe,] Give me your clothes, and 
take this immediately, and be dead. 

Za/^/ftir. Dead ! what do yoti mean .' [Crosses^ c. 

Mar, AsIc no questions ; but lie down on that couch) 
and counterfeit being dead. 
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Lis. Yottr master .has been doing it this half hour. 

La Flew, [Dressing hinuel/.^ It is very straiige ; but since 
you command it — 

Mar, Dare not stir, or breathe ! — All depends on your 
acting well ; you must have your face powdered, [Lisette 
powders his/ace,] that he may not know you. 

La Fleur. Now, I am in character* 

Mar, Where are my people ? 

La Fleur, At the tavern in the next street, both disguised 
like Doctors > 

Mar, That's right ; I fly to them directly. [Going, l. 

La Fleur. Your night cap, your nightcap. 

[Marquis throws U to kirn. 

Mar, And give me your wig. [Puts it on,"] I hear the 
Doctor cQming. Farewell ! play your part to a miracle. 

[Ejnt,L, 

Con. And heaven prosper your designs! 
' La Fleur. [Sitting on the couch,] But what does all this 
mean? I don't uudeistaud. 

Lis. Hush! dead people never speak. 

[ Throws him down on the couch. 

Enter Doctor, r. 

Doc. Well, how is he, what does he say ? 

Lis. Why, like all other persons in his state, he does 
not complain. 

Doc, Hold this bottle to his nose, and sprinkle this on his 
face. 

, Con, Alas ! he is gone, and nothing can be of use. 

Doc* Howa few moments have changed him: Ishould'nt 
have known him again ; Tie's as white as ashes : lay your 
hand upon his heart, Lisette, and feel if it beats at all ^ for 
my part, 1 am so disconcerted with the accident, I am fit 
for nothin|^. 

Lis. [Lays her hand on his heart,] All is^till, sir. 

Doc. Is there no motion ? 

Lis. None in the least — [Slaps his face] — like marble — 
[Slaps agaiti]— has little feeling in it. 

Doc, Doctor Mystery not returning, I conceive this was 
a plot upon me. 

Lis, And this poor creature was in the plot, you think, 
and died on purpose to bring it about ^ 

Doc, No ; but the other found he could not cure him, and 
so left tlic disgrace of his death to me i and my enemies 
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will take the advantage of it, — considering how many of. 
my patients have died lately. 

Lit, What are we to do with the hody ? 

Doc, I have yet one hope left ; it is my last, and I won't 
hesitate, but about it instantly. 

Con, What resource ? 

Doc. [To LUdte.] He is cert^nly dead, is he not? 

Lis, Certainly ! there can be no doubt of that. 
. Doc, And, do what we will, nothing worse can happen to 
him, 
. lAs. No, certainly, not in this world. 

Doc. Well then, 1 will try an experiment upon him, 
n4iich I once read, and I have often had a vast mind' to 
try it upon Jeflfrey ; but, as he was alive, it might have 
proved fatal. 

Lis. What is it ? 

Doc, No matter, you shall see It "performed, and 1 c»n't 
say I have much doubt of its saccess. Begin to talce off 
some of his garments, while I go and get all the apparatus 
ready. l£a:it. 

La Fleur. But I am not such a fool to stay till you come 
bacl{ ; my master may say what he will, but I will go 
away. 

Lis, Nonsense, man! have you not undertaken to be 
dead ? Come, finish your part with a good grace. 

Con. Pray do. La Fleur. 

La Fleur, But what experiment is he going to try upon . 
me ? I always hated doctors, and would never let any one 
of them come near me. 

Con, But this is not a doctor ; the college have refused 
to admit him ; so don't be afraid. 

La Fleur. O ! if that's the case. 

Lis, [Throws Hm down as be/bre.] Hush ! play your 
part. 

Snter Qoctor, wUA a bag of instruments, R. 

Doc. Lisette, help me with these instrumentSi and then 
run and watch that skillet of oil on the fire« and, when it 
boils, bring it hither. 

Lis. But, sup{)ose any body should come in while we are 
trying the experiment ? 

Doc, Right— I'll lock the door, my fright makes me 
'forget every thing. [ExU, l. 

La Fleur, Let me see the instruments. 
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' lAs, Pshaw \ What signifies seemg theov a'Ut yon to 
fasl tbem ? .. 

Doe» [Sp^aktRg wUhoutJ] What! force into a man's 
house, whether he will orno ? 

Con, I hear a noise ! [Looks o«/.] It is the Marquis re- 
tiiroed ; and all his schemes, perhaps, Will: be fulfilled. 

- [La Fleur lays, down 0gain» 

Enter Marquis, Pxccard, and Francois, l. dUgidsed as 
Doctors, the Marquis having changed his dress, hat 
mask over his face. Enter Doctor, l. (Piccard and 
Francois go behind Couch, c.) 

Mar, I have powerful reasons for entering this house-^ 
I came hither accompanied by these physicfims, sent with 
me by the college, to demand a patient, who was this 
morning brought hither by a notorious professor of 
quackery $ the young gentleman is of fiimily, and nearly 
allied to me. 

Doc* [AsideJ] I am undone ! 

Mar, Where is he, sir ? I must see him, and speak with 
him. 

Lis, At present you can't speak with him ; he is in a 
better world. [Pointing to La Fleur. 

Mar, Alas ! behold him there, or am I deoeived I No, 
it is he hinifeelf whom I see I — and he is dead. Gentlemen, 
I cdXl yott as witnesses that he is dead, and that yonder stands 
the assassin. [Ficcard and Fran^ examine th$ body : Pic- 
card puts en his sfieetacles*] , 

Fran, [Feeling his tntlse,'] Yes, he is dead ; bu( he is not 
dead according to our rules. 

[They place themselves at ihe table. 

Mar* [At Couch, l.1 O ! my dear friend, and are you 
gone ? — But your death shall be revenged. Villain ! [To 
the Doctor*] tremble 1 for thy life shall answer for ibis . 
Gentlemen, gentlemen, please to take notes of what you 
see and hear in this bouse. [The Doctors write. 

Lis, [Comes doum, l.] Dear sir, have pity oo my poor 
master ; he has killed the poor gentleman, to be sure ; 
but it was without malice. 

Doc, But you know, gentlemen, thisj^ not the first 
. patient that has been killed during an operation. 

Pic, Aye, by the authority of thecoUege^ . 
• Doc. [To the Marquis.'] Dear sir, my only hope is in 
your mercy. 

Mar* Then despair I /or kn^QWi \ m the Marquis de 
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Laiicyi aud call to your remembrance with what iuHoleiice 
you rejected all mjr overtures to espouse your ward : — here* 
18 the advantageous coutract I repeatedly sent to you, which 
you had the arrogance to return to me without even deign- 
ing to look at. 

Doe, (c.) Only deliver me from this trouble, and I wtU 
sign it without reading it at all. 
Mar, (l.) But will the lady also sign it ? 
Con. (r.) No ! for how can I wed another when he 
{the Doctor) is the object of my love ? 

DoC' But consider, mv dear Coustauce, that I am old 
and ugly, jealous and innrm ; indeed I am, indeed I am, I 
protest, Constance. 
Con, But my love for you is so implanted in my heart. 
Mar, Ifthut's the case, — come, sir, follow us. [Going y i.. 
Do^. Stay ; give me the contitu:! and let me sign it. 
l^nde."] I will once more have recourse to the wand. 
Mar, What impoitsyour signing, if your ward will not ? 
Doc, She will sign. 
Con. Never! 

Doc. Give me the contract, and hold that IGives the wand 
to the Marquis ; take» the contract, and signs it,} 
Mar, What's this ? 

Doc» Keep it ; never let it go from you. 
Con, Yes, I feel a desire to sign, give me the contract. 
Doc, Aye, I was sure of it. [Constance signs,} And there, 
Marquis, b the contract [Gitfing it Mm, 

La Fleur, [Rising,'] Ah ! I breathe again ! I am a little 
. better! 

Doc, [Starting.'] Why, is he not dead .* • 

La Fleur. No ! I am mending apace. 
Doc, Gentlemen, tear in pieces the process. [To La 
Fleur, "] Oh, sir, what misery have you brought upon me ! 
La Fleur. Aud what misery would your damned instru- 
mentSi and your boiling oil, have brought upon me ? 
Doc, How did you hear, in that fit, what I said ? 
La Fleur, Very easily, sir; return him the wand, and 
the ladies, I dare say, will fall in love with him again. 

Doc, [Loi^cing at him: then at the Marquis.} My eyes 

are open! 1 recollect thein both! but this was the sick 

man ! [To the Marquis* 

La Fleur. But I was the dead one ! 

Doc» I am cheated, defrauded !— What, ho ! neighbours ! 

—here are thieves ! murderers ! [Calling. 

Mar, Nay, Doctor, reflect upon the arts you made use 
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of, to keep my Constance yours, even in spite of her incli- 
nations ; then do not condemn the artifice I employed to 
obtain her, with her own consent. A reward like this, 
urged me to encounter every hazard and every danger. 
For believe me. Doctor, there is no magnetism like the 
powerful magnetism of love. 



THE END. 



DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

LisETTB, La Fleur, Doctor, Marquis, Constance. 
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REMARKS. 

Thosf i^j^orent Fanatics who declaim so loudly against tlie 
hnmorafity of the stage, would do well to read ^* The Wheel cf 
Fortune ; which, though bearing the profane name of Ccmedyy 
may be justly said to lend its powerful aid to the cause of virtue 
andf religion ; by paintii^ In true colours the fatal consequences 
of that most destructive of all vices, ganang— and by incul- 
cating, through the medium of an example perfectly sublime^ 
one ^the greatest of all Christian duties, — forgiveness of inju- 
ries. 

The character firom which the piece derives its principal in- 
terest, is the misanthrope, Roderick Penruddock-^A man, who, 
like Kotzebne's Straneer, had become dise^sted with the world, 
f\nm having proved the victim of its'perndy and ingratitudew— 
Retired to a remote cottage, with a moderate pitta&ce, he had for 
many years ceased to have commerce with mankind ; and having 
been disappointed in the pursuit of happiness, had sought refuge, 
in tranquillitj and solitude. This sohtude is however disturbed 
by the mtelligence that the will of a deceased relative had made 
lum the heir of large possessions ; — and fortune, as if to put his 
philosophy and virtue to an equal trial, places at the same mo- 
ment in his power the very rival whose treachery had betrayed 
his early inendship, and blighted his fondest hopes— therefore, 
if any latent desire of vengeance still rankled in bis bosom, there 
now awaited, to the fullest extent, its proudest oonsnmmation, and 
its final triumph. 

The action commences with the arrival of Mr» Timoify 
fPeazdy Attorney at Law, booted and spurred, in a Forest, in 
which, seated amidst a eroup of tree& the cottage of Penruddock 
appears. Mr* Weazu^ having satisfied himself that this solitary 
dwelling* is not the immediate liaunt of wild beasts, or banditti, 
by a short colloquy with Dame DunckU^f^ the ancient and sole 
domestic of the secluded owner, ventures to knock at the doof. 
Penruddock opens the casement, and having questjoved ili)*^ 
Weatel in no very courteoius terms, he prefers dealing witl> the 
Ikttomey (as every prudent person would) on the outside ofthq 
liouse, and in open air. He receives the news of this extraordi- 
nary bequest, with that pliilosophical indifference which a true 
estimate of the value of riches naturally inspires— but ^i^hen. he 
learns that the man who had so deeply injured him is-f laced tsf 
his mercy— that the proud house <:^ Wocfdvillelies subdued at his 
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i(^t ; a Tcnr different feeling agitates liis frame-^^goH, which 
ho held as dirt, becomes his deity— «nd he burns for the gratifi- 
cation of that (lassion so nobly described by the poet. 

'* Revengei the attribute of Gods— they stamp'd it 
With their gre^t image on our Natures.**-^- 

The dishonoured friend, ^e broken gamester, WoodviUe^^-^next 
appears in the Forest, in search of Penruddocky to offer him tlie 
pleasant alternative of either^rg^ivtn^, or fylmttg. him— •They 
meet,— each party takes a pistol, and *' an affair tyf koMmr^ in 
only prevented by the timely interference of one Mr. Sydenkam^ 
ivho describes himself as '^ a very idle fellow^ who has thrown 
away much good will upon his fhends.'* This j^ntleraan, upon 
receiving a pacqnet from Woodville^ with an injunction to ffive 
it to the survivor, if he (WoodviUe) should fall---discovers it- to 
be the hand-writing of Mrs* H^oodviile^-he resolves that this 
t<)rtunate mediation shall not be rejected— ^aii armistice is decreed 
—and he presents the pacouet to Penruddock^ who retires kito 
his cottage to read it,— aad the scene closes. 

And now the recluse appears once more in London, — attended 
by Mr, Timcth^ Weazdt vyho sticks to jiim with true professi- 
onal pertinacity. Hb first adventure is in the house of ffood" 
vUle, which presents a melancholy spectacle : the servants 
dismissed — the doors locked and sealed— land an Officer (techni- 
cally speaking) in possession.. Here he encounters Henry 
WoodvtUcy the son, an ardent enterprising young Soldier, who. 
seeks his unhappy parents in their once-splenoid home, unconsci- 
ous of the rum ' tnat has overwhelmed them. Instead of the 
. long-anticipated welcome of kindred hearts, he meets the uncouth 
form and stem countenance of the Misanthrope, who, without 
^disclosing his real character, answers bis inquiries with seeroiuff 
indifference. From his lips he learns the dreadful stoiy of his 
parents' misfortunes— in the agony of his despair, he invokes his 
curse on an inheritance derived finomg;aroing and dissipation — and 
speaks bitterly of the wretched heir — ^the gloom v, melancholj 
Kiecluse, who ^* issues like a hungry lion from his den, to ravage 
and devour." His ill-timed impetuosity stifles the generous 
compassion that was rising in the breast of Penrtutdock^ and he 
resolves, as a punishment to the insolent Iibeller« to exact his full 
measure of revenge. 

An admirable scene of humour— a true picture of life, now 
occurs ; Mr. Weaze/, as factotum, appears in the splendid 
saloon of the late Sir George Fenruddock, surrounded by a troop 
of servants in deep mourning, to whom he makes an address 
which may be pronounced a masterpiece of lacom'c condolence. 
He hitches in, by way of moral, a (^notation from Shakspeare, 
(which proof of^good taste is sufficient to redeem an hundred 
attomies from perdition,) and having eulogised their old roaster, 
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x&ty naturallv rejerts to their new : and it 8eein$ to be tlie gene* 
ral opinion tnat of the two, their ol4 clothes are likely to set the. 
easiest. Mr, Jenkins, itseems, cannot live withoat Ha.comforta 
■"-for he is a man of taste, and has his Utile genitenua^ reere-. 
fton«— and Jlir. t/amev, and his Myrmidons, with a laudable, 
anxiety, inqnire whether the s^nge Gentleman will allow them 
bags^ cane9, and nosegays, fenruddock. enters, desires that, 
some *' old woman," if such be in the house, may be sent to. 
attend upon him. At the sDcgestion however of Mr. l^eazelt 
who acts as his Pylades, and professional adviser, he desires to 
be shewn to the gayest chamber. ... 

He now enters a magnificent ball-room, where preparations, 
had been making for the celebration of a grand /e^e, had not. 
death, by a stroke of apoplexy, forestalled the owner's inten- 
tions. Here occurs his second interview with Henry WoodviUe, 
who arrives, according to appointment, to meet PenriMbfoc^, but 
still unconscious that lie is the individual upon whom the fate of 
his family depends. JPenruddock puts a case hynotheiically* 
exactly similar to his own ; and asks the young Sdldier what the 
wretch deserved who so cnaelly abused the confidence of his 
friend ? The answer ja prompt and decisive — ^ Death from your 
hands, and infamy from all the world .** — Penruddock informs him 
tliat the wretch is his own father ; and that the victim is himself. 
The meeting abruptly terminates — Henry rushes out to seek 
his father, and leai*n, from his own lips, the truth or falsehood 
of this astounding and unlooked-for accusation. 

An affecting interview with his parents follows ; from them he 
receives the sad confirmation of Penruddock^s injuries. He re- 
turns to the recluse^ and after atoning, by the fullest acknowledge 
ment of his error, for hb impetuosity, makes a tender and manly 
appeal to his benevolence. And here the sublime part of Pen- 
ruddock^a chsfraicter b^iis to unfold itself— He is diarmed with 
the spirit of the young soldier ; the sternness of his resentment 
softens under the influence of more amiable feelings,' and from 
that moment, he secretly resolves to exhibit a proof of the 
noblest of all virtnes, from the difficulty of its practice, in the 
p^Judices it has to overcome,— that of returning good far evil* 
\Ve have here an admirable stroke of nature. Henry is taking 
leave, when Penruddock exclaims, *'A word before we part— 
Ytm bear a strong resemblance to your Mother — will you be 
troubled with a messag^e to her ?" These few words recall, with 
pathetic terseness, his melancholy tale ; we discover what is 
passing in his breast, and though hope has fled for ever, a holier 
feeling has succeeded it— -that of humanity. The majestic form, 
the sublime expression of Eemble's countenance at this moment 
appear befi^re us; and his tremulous tone, while pronouncing 
these words—** Vou bear a strong resemblance to your Mother y 
still vibrates in our ear. 

Mr. Timothy Weazel, who is indeed a jewel of an attorney 
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now receives hb final instractioiis ^om Penruddoek* The 
q^ndid mansioa of die late ^r Geor}i^, with its costly fornttare, 
are doomed to instant sale— the mourners hi black, and the 
party-coloafed mountebanks in livery, are to be paid off, and 
dismissed 9 Mrs* WootMffe's settlement, which had been ^ssi- 
pated by her hnpmdent husband, is restored to her; and the 
entire prqierty of fVoodvUte himself tfmt had also been swallow- 
ed in tne general wreck, is oonsignea to his son. This last ^lo- 
rioas triumph of benevolence orer the dominion of an eril spirit, 
calls fJEirth an unexpected burst of feeliogpfrom the lips of ilfr. 
Tisttotky Weazd; with whom we part on the best terms 
imaginaJ^fe, and eonceminff whom we may say, as it was said <^ 
one of the most amiable oT his craft, — honest Hideey ! 

** Yetonejbttiehthad, and that wte was a tbumper— 
Then what was his £ault ? Come tell it, and bum ye : 
He WM, (oould he help it f ) a special Attorney r 

An interview of deep feeling follows between Mra, WoodmUe 
(the once-loved And)eUa) ana Penruddock; the grandeur of 
whose character is beightMied by every succMding incident : all 
mrtieti are reconciled and made happy— and the comedr^ which 
Lid been alternately. smiles and tears, doses amidst the most 
pteasurable sensations. The feelings are awakened and elevated 
Dv an instance of such transcendant virtue, *^ above all Greek, 
above all Roman fame !" a dignity is imparted to hamHB nature 
itself \j the exhit^tion of a character, perfectly natural in all its 
combinations, and which, in direct contradiction to the abeurd 
doctiiBesof MateriaUsts and InfidelS) proves .that dretmutanoes 
avail nothing, when tiie mind has received its direction from the 
immntable principles of Rdi^n and of Truth. 

We havf» been thus particular in detailing the character of 
Penruddodtithom its peculiar interest and importance. There 
are however other personages beloiujpjig to the drama, that make 
a very conspicuous and agreeable f^re. A certain impetuous, 
warm-hearted eld gentleman, Gwjamor Tempeat; an honest 
plain<apeaking sort of a fellow, one Mr, S^dtnkam ; and a lo- 

2uacious« hot-headed, vain, amusing Welch Baronet^ Sir David 
>a«D; their various peculiarities are sketched with infinite 
humour, and give relin to the more sondMre ahadas oi tliis truly 
interesting comedy. 

As regmtls the performance— we must b^in with Eemble— ' 
and as &r as the character of PemnMoek is concerned, we most 
^ind with him— he was the eJfha and the omtfo— he conceived 
and executed the part with such intense stuifyy judgment, and 
feelings that it surpassed many of Ate own efforts---«iid left the 
attempts of his ootemporaries hopeless : it would be ridiculous to 
say that any actor, besides Kemble, ever played PenrtiddiKk* 
He. who wouM sucoessfiiUy attempt it, must Uixnk like him, took 



RBMAKKS. 9 

like hiiD, gpeak like him. He must have his manner, Yoice, and 
iniellect — and ^ our heads never ache till we behold all these 
qualifications again combined,^-content. 

Dicky Suett — my qveer one! mj Bilwv !-^my darling bey I 
He! he I hel'-'Iiat ha! ha! — //o/— O tlie infinite comica- 
lities of that lath-like figure— that head-of-a-knocker physiqirnomj, 
that ambling, shambhng gut*»that quizzical amalgamation of 
' whistle, leer, gnn, and chuckle, which distinguished, in a thou- 
sand odd combinations, the indescribable, the inimitable Dicky ! 

Suett (there was not an ounce of his namesake on his own co- 
mical body) was the original THmothy Weazel—and if ever a 
lawyer was rendered uuiversaUy agreeable, thanks to this genuine 
child of glee, whom we yet remember with a smile and a tear— 
Mr. Blanchard is his Intimate successor in this character, 
which he plays with oonsideTable spirit and humour ; and if he 
would season it a little higher with an occasional dash offun^ it 
would i^ord the theatrical Epicure a rich comic treat Tom 
King, in the Governor, we never had the good fi^rtune to see ; 
hut we have seen Mr. Liston play the character, and more than 
that, we have at the same time seen the audience laughing hear- 
. tily, not at the eccentricities of Governor Tempeat ; Irat at those 
of Mr. Lfston. Mr. W. Farren has all the hurricane of the 
irascible old gentleman — he thunders most effectually ; but lacks 




David DaWy is extremely amusing — ^bis bustling air of self-im- 
portance—his fair round Delly, with good capon linM — ^his queer 
oostnme— and that sadden effervescence of temper which breaks 
onty when he fancies that be is not treated with proper respect, 

5 reduce a very laughable picture ; we prefer Mr. Farley, in Sir 
)avidy to the late Bob Palmer : he is more impertinent and g^ 
tesque ; and looks a much greater Booby than our old Aourite, 
the prince of " My Lord Dukes.** 

The author of this play is Richard Cumberland— ^a man wor- 
thy of every respect firom the lovers of literature. He was bom 
on the 19th of Februai^ 17^2, in,the jud^' chamber, at Trinity 
College. Cambridge : his mateimal grand-father was tbecelebreted- 
Ridiara Bentley, one of the roost profound scholar^ that this or 
any other country ever produced ; and who, according to the 
fesnion of those times, invested learning with such a degree of 
sev^ty and mysterious awe, that its most ardent votaries became 
terrified at the first onset ; and many altogether turned aside 
finom a path that s eemed to promise httle else but hard labour, 
hard vrords, and hard blows. His fatlier. Doctor Denison 
Cumberland, was Bishop of Kiimore. Richard received the 
mdiDients of his education at Bury St Edmunds; he then 
became a Westminster scholar : and at the age of 14 was sent to 
TrinFty College, Cambridge — his first entri in the busy world 
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was as private secretary to Lord Halifax, then president of the 
board of trade. 

He continaed to fill seyeral public situations with the ma^t 
unblemished reputation:-— when in the year 1780 he was sent on 
a secret mission to the court of Spain— 4)ut foiling in his embassy, 
a circumstance no way attributable to any want of zeal or ability 
on ki8 j^rty he found nimself involved in considerable pecuniary 
difficulties, from the expenses he had unavoidably incurred—he 
had likewise the mortification of seeii^ himself wholly neglected 
by the very ministers whose dupe he nad been ; who emfdoyed 
others, in their future negoctations, whose characters were leas 
generous and uncompromisingthan his own. 

He subsequently retired toTunbridge Wells, where he conti- 
nued to amuse himself with a variety of literary pursuits. As a 
dramatic "Writer he is peculiarly prolific ; having composed no less 
than 54 pieces for the stage— >nis other works consist of '^ ^itec- 
dotet of eminent Painters in SpahC^—^ The Obaerverf" aperio- 
dical work ; '' Henry ^ ' a novel ; ** Arundel^^ a novel ; *^ Calva- 
ry,^* an epic poem ; ** The Exodiad^''^ written in coniunction with 
l^r James Bland Bui^^; and Memoirs of himself: ne is also the 
author of innumerabfe prologues, epilc^ues, political tracts, ^c. 

However bright his early prospects might appear, the close of 
his life was such as every nieud to genius must deeply, very 
deeply, lament. Old ajge had overtaken him, and found him stiU 
providing, and with aU his ability with difficulty providing, for 
the day that was passing. This is a melancholy reiection ; as it 
shows the heartlessness and ingratitude of the public, that, with 
all its boasted admiration of literatftre, abandons many of its 
brightest ornaments to poverty and obscurit}'. He lies buried in 
Westminster Abbey, a mausoleum worthy of a poet ! We were 
present at his funeral, and heard with tne most lively emotion 
the eloquent and afiecting eulogium pronounced over him by the 
late venorable dean. Doctor Vincent. When we beheld liim drop 
a tear, as the coffin descended, and c(Hitemplated his tottering 
form and tremulous voice, how strongly did these beautiful Unea 
of Pope recur to our memory—* 

'* E'en he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays. 
Shall shortly want the gsn'rotu tear he pays !** 

C:!' D G. 
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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr, Palmer. 

A Farmer, late, (so country records say) 
From the next market homewards took his way ; 
When, as the bleak uoshelter'd heath he crossed. 
Fast bound by winter in obdorate frost, 
The driving snow-storm smote him in his course,^- 
High blew the North, and rag'd in all its force : 
Slow pac'd, and full of years, th' unequal strife 
Long time he held, and struggled hard for life ; — 
Vanquish'd at length, benumb'd in every part, 
The very life-blood curdling at his heart. 
Torpid he stood^n frozen fetters bound — 
Doz'd, i-eel'd, and dropt, expiring to the ground. 
Haply his dog, by wondrous instinct fraught 
With all the reas'ning attributes of thought. 
Saw his sad state, and to his dying breast 
Close cow*ring, his devoted body pressed ; 
Then howl'd am^n for help, till, passing near. 
Some charitable rustic lent an ear, 
Rais'd him from earth, recall'd his flitting breath. 
And snatch'd him from the icy arms of death. 

So when the chilling blast of secret woe 
Checks the soul's genial current in its flow — 
When death-like lethargy arrests the mind. 
Till man forgets all feeling for his kind, 
To his cold heart tiie friendly Muse can give 
Warmth, and a pulse that forces him to live ; 
By the sweet magic of her scene beguile. 
And bend his rigid muscles to a smile — 
Shake his stern breast with sympathetic fears. 
And make his frozen eye- lids melt in tears ; 
Pursuing still her life-restoring plan^ 
Till he perceives and owns himself a man. 

Warm'd with tiiese hopes, tiiis'night we make appeal 
To British hearts — for they are hearts that feel. 



THE WHEEL OF FORTUNE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE h^The Cottage of Pmuddock, seated in u 
Groupe of Trees, l. s. e. with a Forest JScene of fFbod 
€uui Heath* 

Enter Weazel^ in a traitetting dress, r. s. ir. 

Wea* Was ever gentle traveller, since the days of Ro- 
binson Crusoe, so put to his shifts, as I, Timothy Weazel, 
attorney at law ? I have lost my guide, my guide has lost 
liimself, and my horse has absconded, with bridle, saddle, 
and all his shoes, save one he left behind him in a slough. 
I saw a fellow setting springes for woodcoeks, and showed 
him signals of distress ; but tiie carle ran off at the sight 
of me, and vanished like^a jack o'lantem. If I understood 
the language of birds, there is not one within call to an- 
swer to a question \ the creatures have got wings» and are 
too wise to stay in such a place. Hold, nold J 1 see a hut, 
or a hovel;^ or a Laplander's k)4ge ; 

Enter Dams Dunckley, from Cottage^ l. s. e., with a 
' market-basket, and a stick,' she walks slowly across to- 
wards R. 8. £. 

jind here 4X>mes one hobbling upon two shanks and a 
crutch, a proper sample of the soil she withers in. Hol- 
loa! Dame, do you hear ? Give me a word with you, if 
your sensesi can afford it. 

Dame Dunckley comes forward^ r. 

Dame, What .would you h^ve with me ? What is your 
business here ? 

ff^ea. You're right, it must be business ; nobody would 
come here for pleasure. 

Datne, No, nor is this a house of call for travellers. 

ff'ea* Tliat I can believe, if you are the representative of 
it ; that is, as I may say, luce-elitrius. 

Dame* There's no such person here, so you may go 

b2 
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your ways, before my matter sends you packing. 

fVea, You have a master, have you ? Call him out then, 
and let him direct me in my road' to RodericiLPenruddocky 
esquire, and I'll reward him for his puns. 

Dame, You'll reward my master ! Saucy companion ! If 
Roderick Penruddock is the gentleman you want, you 
need not go any further — there he lives. 

fVea, What do you say ? Penraddock in that cottage ! 

Dame» Why not? Will you face me out, who have 
lived with him these twenty years ? And what if it be but 
a cottage ? Content is every thing ; my good mastei' is not 
proud. 

fTea. Melancholy, I should think, if a constant memo- 
randum of mortality can make him so. He was crossed in 
love in his younger days. 

Dame* That I know nothing of. 

fTea* I don't say you was in the fault of it. 

Dame. He is a man of few words, to be sure ; but timn 
he has a world of learning in his head ; everlastingly at 
his books, 

ff^ea. Is he at 'em now 9 

Dame. Deep ; not to be approached. ' 

Wea. Aud alone ? 

Dame. To be sure : I never disturb him.in his hours 
of study ; at every other time, he's kind an^ gentle as the 
dew of heaven. . jj;' 

H^ea. What am I to do then, who have coin'^ some hun- 
dred miles upon this business ? 

Dame, Even what you please, sir. I'm snreitjsno business 
of mine, and 1*11 have nothing to do with it. [Steps aside. 

fVea* Well, if he will not welcome the good news I 
bring him, he must be a philosopher indeed. I'll begin my ap* 

S roaches cautiously, however — the door is fast — I'll touch 
; tenderly. \Kwieks at the door with hit whip.] Within there ! 
Who's at home ? — Silence and famine, I should guess, for 
nothing stirs. 

Dame. [From aside."] Go on, go on. By the living, my 
fioe.sj)ark, I would not be in your place for a little. 

[B^it, R. 8. B. 

H^ea. Not yet? Tliis will never ^do. Good fortune may 
be warranted to rap a little louder.— What, hoa ! Within, I 
iiay !— Will nobody hear me ? 

[Penruddock opens the casement. 

Pen. I hear you. What is it you want ? 

^Fea. With your leave, I want a few words with you. 



»CSil£ I.] THE WHEEL OF FOBTUKE. 1? 

Pen* Send 'em iu at the wiadow then, aad the fewer 
tbe better. 

H^ea* I bring you news out of Cornwall ; news of great 
consequence. 

Pen* Who are you, and what are you ? 

ff^ea, Timothy Weazel, of Lestwithiel, attorney at law^ 
and agent to Sir George Penruddock : let me in to your . 
house. 

Pen* An attorney I Keep on the outside of it, if you 
please ; I'll . deal with you in the open air. 

[Shuts the easement, 

fVea* Here's a surly humour ; here's a pretty freak of 
Fortune^ to pile bags of money oa the back of an aw, who 
only kicks ag^nst the burthen ; I wai'rant, if the sky rained 
gold, this churl would not hold out his dish to catch it ^ 
but we shall soon Nee what stuff his philosophy is made of ; 
good chance if 1 don't fehake bin metaphysics out of him 
ere long. [Penpuddoeh appeare at the Cottage door.'] ho ! 
Vye bolted him, however.-^Zoolffi t What a heathen phi- 
loHOph^'fHtisI 

Pen, {jOoming forward 9'iJ\ Now> Mr. Attorney, what have 
youlp say,, for thus ^tujrbing my whcde l^mily ? What 
have J doue» or the poor cat, my peaceable eotnpanion, that 
thus the b^teroua knuckles ol the law should mar our 
meditations |v^.f 

fFea. (rJ l%)f9.ttr» I waa cempeUed to nudie some 
little noise fyltMtfliSiilJ^ is birt^ small^ 

Pen, It's big enough for my ambition. 

PFea, And pacdug solitary. 

Peti, I wish you had suffered it to be silent too. 
• ff^ea. In faith, 8ir» if I knew how to be heard without 
a sound, I would gratify your wish ; but if your silence 
suffers by my news, I hope your happiness will not 

Pen* Happiness ! What's that ? I am content, I enjoy 
tcao^uilUty ; heareft be thanked^ 1 haive nothing to do with 
happiness. 

fVea* There yon are beyond me, sir. If an humble 
fortune and this poor cottage give you content, perhaps 
great riches and a spletidid house would not add to it. 

Pen* Explain your meaning, friend : I don't underatand 
you. 

fFea, In plain words,. then, you are to know, that your 
rich ration. Sir George Penruddock^ i» deceased. 

Pen. Dead! 

/Tea. Defunct ; gone to bis ancestors ; whipped away by 

b3 
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^ the sudden stroke of an apoplexy; this moment here, hea- 
ven knows where the next : Death will do it when he likes, 
and how he likes : i need not remind yon, sir, who are so 
learned a philosopher, how frail the tenure of mortality. 

Pen. Yon need not, indeed : if Sir George thought as 
seriously of death before it happened, it may have been 
well for him ; but his thoughts, I fear, were otherwtrie 
employed. ^ 

ff^ea. I much doubt if he ever thought at all : he was a 
fine gentleman , ' and lived freely. 

Pm. No wonder then he died suddenly.— But how does 
this apply to me ? 

ff^ea. No otherwise than as you are the heir of every 
thing he possessed : I have the will In safe keeping about 
me. 

Pen. Have patience ; this is somewhat snddcn ; I am un- 
prepared for such an event ; 'twas never in my contempla- 
tion : I was in no habits with Sir Oeorge ; never courted 
him, never corresix^nded with him ; the«mall annuity, 'tis 
true, on which I have subsisted, was charged on Md'iistate, 
and regularly paid, but here he never came ; man could not 
be more opposite to man : he worshipped Fortune ; I de- 
spised her : I studied closely, he gamed incessantly — 

ff^etL And won abundantly — If money be your passion,' 
you'll find'plenty of it. 

/?«fi. What should I do with money ? 

ff^ea. Money, indeed ! — Why money is — in short, what 
is it not ? 

Pen. Not health, methinks, nor life — for he that had it, 
died. 

fTea. But you that have it, live. And is there nothing 
that can tempt you? Recoiled — ^books— m6ney will buy 
books ; nay more, it will buy those who write them. ^ « 

Pen* It will so. •. 

ff^ea, 'Twill purchase paaegyrics,ode8, and dedicatfons — 

Pen. I can't gainsay it. 
f f^ea. House, table, equipage, attendants — 

Pen. I have all those : what else? 

ff^^a. Ah, sir, you surely can't forget there are ftucb 
things in this world as beauty, love, irresistible womau-^ 
[Dame DuncfUey crosses (he stage from a. s. e. and goea. 

into the coHage. 

Pen. I keep a woman ; she visits me every day, makes 
my be<l, sweeps my honse, coolis my dinner, and is seven- 
ty years of age— yet I resist her. 
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fP'emi \ coald say something to that, hut I am afraid it 
will offend you. 

Pen. Say on holdly ; never fear me. 
• fVta, Why truly, sir, I find you of a very dilTerent tem- 
per from what t expected : I should doubt if your philo- 
sophy has made you insensible ; I am sure it has not madef 
you proud. 

Pen, I am as proud in my nature as any man ought to 
bC) bat surely as humble as any man can be. 

fVea. Suffer me tiien to ask you if there is not a certain 
lady living, Arabella Woodville by name, whom you once 
thought irresistible ? 

Pen. Who told you this ? How came you thus to strike 
upon a name, that twenty years of solitude have not ef- 
faced ? 

Wea. Because I would prepare you for a task, that, with 
the fortune you inherit, must devolve upon you. The in- 
terests of this lady, pei'haps even her existence, are now in 
your hands. When I shall deliver the deeds bequeathed to 
you by your cousin, I shall arm you with the means of 
extinguishing the wretched Woodville at a blow. 
. Pen. What is it you tell me ? Have a care how you re- 
verse my nature with a- word. WcJodville in my power J 
Woodville at my mercy 1 If there's a man on earth that 
can inspire nie with revenge, it is that treacherous, base, 
d^eitfhl rival. I was in his power, for I loved him — he 
betrayed me ; I was at his mercy, for I trusted him— he 
destroyed me. 

fVea. Now then you'll own. that money can give some- 
thing , for it gives revenge. 

~ Pen. Come on ; my mind is made up to this fortune ; to 

the extremest atom Til exact it all : the miser's passion 

sdpes on my heart ; and money, which I held as dirt, is now 

myJdeHy. \E.veunt into the Cottage, l. s. e. 

w 

SCENE l\.— Another part of the Forest. 

^ Enter Woodville, followed by his Servant, l. 

fP'ood. Go, go, begone !— Why do you follow? 

Tru. 1 pray you, sir, don't dismiss the chaise in this wild 
place ; let it convey you to the next town, and then pursue 
your journey as you please. 

irood. Don't talk to me, don't trouble me ; my journey 
is at an end. 
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Trui You hare been up all night : your mind and body 
both require some rest. 

fTood. What if they do I Can you administer to agonies ! 
like mine ? Haw dare you thus intrude ? By what autho- 
rity have yoU| my servant, made yourself a spy upon my 
actions ? . • ; 

Tru. By no authority, but that of my affection and good 
will : you have been kind to me in your prosperity ; ought 
T to deseit you in adversity ? Indeed, indeed, sir, I can*C 
leave you here aloue. * 

Wood* Foolish, officious feUow, I perceive you think I 
have lost my senses ; no, I possess them cl^ly : I know 
both where I am a«d what I have to do. Had I designs 
agsunst myself, you could not hinder them ; but I ha?e 
none ; 'tis not my own life but your*s that is in danger, 
unless you instantly depart. Look 1 Here is your dismis- 
sion—I am resolute to be obeyed. [I>raw9 ajnHoh 

Tru, Take my life ; fire when you please : I'm not 
afraid of dying. 

Enter Sydenham, l. 

Syd* Woodville» what ails yon ? Are you road? Do yon 
fight duels with your own servant ? [Croesm^ C '. 

fFood. Duels !— ' 

Syd, You're right : I see he is not armed. What the doril 
and all his doings possesses you to p«nttt your pistol «Mi 
naked man? If you consider him as your equal, give bifu 
the fellow to it'; if you would punish him as your qervanl^ 
turn him away. • , 

H^ood. But he will not be turned away. \ 

Tru. Not whilst it was my duty to stay by you ; now i 
Mr. Sydenham is com«^ I will intrude no longer J 

Syd. (u) Harry Woodville, are you in your senses, to 
act in this manner ? 

Wood, (r.) Are you not out of yours, to come tlms far 
to ask me such a question ? 

^d» Perhaps I am, but there's no roasoning about friend- 
ship ; when I see a fellow, whom I love, throw away his 
happiness, game away his fortune, and then run from the 
ruin he has made, I have a fbolish nature about me, that 
in spite of all his phrenxy will run after him ; and tiiongh 
he may break loose from all the world beside, damn me if he 
fdiall shake off me, though he had twenty pistols in his 
reach, and I not one in mine. 
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fVood, Vour friendship, Mr. Sydenham, is not wanted 
at this moment, and give me leave to say it is unwelcome. 
' Syd* Very likely ; I care little ahoat the welcome that 
you give me, as I am not quite sure yon are the man T was 
in search of : my friend was a gentleman, though an unwiije 
one ; he would' hear reason, though he was unapt to fol- 
low it ; above all things he was not that frantic desperado, 
as to turn his pistol either against his servant or himself. 

Wood, Well, sir, my pistol is put up— now what have 
' "you to say to me ? 

Spd* I don't know if I shall say any thing to yon ; cer- 
tainly nothing to sooth you. ' It is not because a man has 
pistols in his pocket, that he is formidable, or that I 
should (fatter him : every fellow, that has not spirit to ^e 
misfortune, may be his own assassin ; every wretch, who 
has lost all feelings of humanity, may commit a murder on 
his fellow* creature. 

Wood, You are veiy bitter : what would you have me do ? 

Syd, Return to your afflicted wife. 

ff^ood. That I can never do ; my home is horrible, nor 
tkva I in possession of a home ; Penruddock's myrmidons 
are in my house ; besides, there's worse than that, my son 
is come to England ; Henry will be upon me ; and to meet 
bis gallant injured presence would be worse than death. 

Sffd. 1 wish you had reflected on that horror, whilst 
there was time to have prevented it — If fathers, whilst 
their sons are bleeding in their country's battles, will hurl 
the fatal dice and stake their fortunes on the cast, alas for 
their posterity ! 

Wood. Why urge that dreadful truth ? You have no son, 
yon are no gamester. 

Syd, No matter ; though I never gumed myself, my friends 
did, and 1 have lost them : who has more cause to curse 
his luck than I have ? 

Wood, Have you now vented all your spleen, and will 
you leave'me ? 

Spd. 1 am not sure : tell me what plan you are upon ; 
why are you rambling on this heath ? 

Wood, I'll tell youthat at once — Sir George Peurud- 
dock, my chief creditor, is dead ; he has bequeathed his 
fortune to his cousin Roderick, of that name* lliis man in- 
habits a small tenement here, close- at hand ; a strange 
sequestered creature, burying himself amongst his books, 
djsgusted with the world, and probably a perfect misan- 
thrope — 
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Sjfd. I've beard of him ; go on I 

fi^ood. This Rodei'ick and I were schoolfellows, studied 
together at the uoiversity, travelled together through most 
parts of Europe, and were inseparable friends, till, by evil 
chance, we became rivals in love. I obtained Mrs* Wood* 
vUle's hand, and married her ; he was excluded, and re- 
noiuiced society. This man, the bitterest enemy I have, 
is now the master of my fate, 

Syd. Then 1 conclude those pistols are for him. 

ff^ood. I do not quite say that ; he shall have a fair 
alternative* 

Syd. I much doubt if any thing can be fidr, when one 
narty has just gsuneda fortune, and the other lost one: 
however, if you mean it should be fair, take me with you : 
whether you shake hands or exchange shots, I will see jus- 
tice done on both sides ; for I will be bold to aver, there 
never yet was an affau* in which I had llie honour to be 
either principal or second, where equity was not as strictly 
administered, as if my Lord Chancdlor had decreed it 
from the bench. 

ff^ood. Be it so, then, if so it must be. Come with me 
to this nevily-euricbed cottager, and if I fail in this last 
effort, I exact from you an honourable secrecy and an im- 
mediate secession. [EJceuiU, R« 



SCEN^ III — The Cottage. 
Enter Penrubdock and WEAZEL/rom Cottage, u s. ^ 

Pen. Pray leave me, sir ; return to your papers, if you 
please ; I would be alone a moment. 

ff^ea. Very well, sir, if s very well ; I only wanted just to 
explain. [Goes into t/te Cottage muttering* 

Pen, This property 's immense. Woodville's proud house 
is mine : now that false friend is punished : all those scenes 
of gay prosperity, with which he caught the viun weak 
heart of Arabella, are suddenly reversed ; and just retalia- 
tion, not less terrible because so tardy, surprises him at 
last. Fai'ewell, my cottage ! scene of my past content 1 1 
thank thee : possessing nought but thee, I nave not envied 
palaces ; possessed of them, I have forsaken thee ; such is 
man's fickle nature^in solitude a philosophe-r, wise in ad- 
versity, and only patient under injuries till opportonity oc- 
curs to him of revenging them. 
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-^fj^er WooDviLLE and Sydenham, r. 

fVood* That's he ; the very man.— Sir, let me hope I 
have happily encountered you ; I believe I am addressing 
myself to Mr. Penruddock. 

Pm. (l.) I am Penruddock. 

Wood, (c.) Perhaps you have lost the recollection of 
my person. 

Pen. I wish I had— you have left some traces of it in 
my memory, Mr. Woodville ; and nothing is more oppo- 
site to my desires than to revive them. 

fFood. That this would be my greeting, I expected ; for 
though I ever knew you to be just, yet, in our earliest years, 
I thought I could discover dawnings of a relentless na- 
ture. If twenty years of calm reflection have passed away 
without assuaging your determined animosity, an oppor- 
tunity is now before you of hatching that revenge which 
you have brooded on so long. 

Pm, Pursue your own reflections, sir, and intentipt not 
mine. • \Going. 

Syd, [Crosses to Pen^ Stop, if you please — I am no party 
in this conference, but as a common friend to every thing 
that wears the face of man : I can perceive you have been 
wronged, in time long past, by this gentleman ; so have I, 
recently and deeply wronged, inasmuch as he has abused' 
iny friendship, by ruining himself in defiance of my better 
counsel— What then ? He is sorry for it, and 1 forgive 
him ; he Is in misery, and I pity him. 

Pen, Well, sir, at your remonstrance I will stay ; only 
be pleased to let me know for whose sake I submit myself 
to Mr. Woodville's conversation ? 

Syd, I am a very idle fellow, sir ; Sydenham my name ; 
one that has thrown away much good will upon his friends, 
without once practising your happy art of being unmoved 
l^ their misfortunes. 

Pen, Humph ! — Mr. Woodville will proceed. 

PTood, [Crosses to Pen,] If you, Mr. Penruddock, can 
find no motive to forgive the wrongs 1 did you in the matter 
of my marriage, 1 shall suggest none ; neither will I offer 
at one word in mitigation of those wrongs ; they were as 
great as you believe them ; greater, perhaps, than you are 
perfectly apprized of. In the firat glow of your resentment 
you demanded satisfaction ; in justice, 1 must own that 
your appeal was warranted, but I was then a happy man, 
with beauty in my arms, and fortune at my feet ; and I eva- 
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ded it. Now, if your heat is not cooled, and you still thirst 
for revenge, lo ! I am ready ; I have arms for both, fit to 
decide our quarrel, and an honourable friend competeni to 
adjust it. [Produces pistoU* 

Syd, Fairly proposed. — If such is your pleasure, gentle-; 
men both, I am perfectly at your disposal. 

Pen> Give me the pistol : place your man where yon 
lllwe ; this is my grouud. . , 

Sjfdea. [Crones to Pen,'\ Stop, sir, the forms of honour 
are not yet complete. — Mr. Woodville, if I rightly under-? 
stood you, you have an alternative to propose ; if that be so,. 
state it. 

fen. I have little disposition to hear any trifling. 

TTood. Nor I to trifle ; therefore no more of it ! A wo- 
man's mediation can be of no avail : however^ Mr. Syden* 
ham, if I fall, give this to the survivor. 

[Presents a pacguei- 

Syd» Hah! Mrs. Woodville's hand! — this must not be 
rigected : an angel*s mediation claims respect, and he must 
read it, or make his passage through my body ere he shall 
approach you. — ^WoodviUe, disarm yourself — [Takes kU 
pistol.] — Mr. Penruddoclt, tiiis pacquet is addressed to you ; 
take it ; but first, if you please, give me your weapon, as 
he has done. — Now I maintain an armed neu^ality {Cros- 
ses , R.) [ Takes both pistols. 

I Penruddoch withdraws aside, opens^ the pacquet, peruses it 
awhile, and then retires into his cottage: while this 
is passing, Sydenham speaks as follows.} 

Syd. It staggers him— he pauses; yet I perceive no 
change ; he flies, however, and we keep the field. — ^Do you 
know the purport of that paper ? 

fFood. I know nothing of its purport but by conjecture : 
'twas written by Arabella, since she heard of his accession, 
to the fortune of Sir George, and probably contains a strong 
appeal to his feelings, founded upon past connections. I 
have reason to believe it chiefly points at my son, who has 
so long been a prisoner in France, and now at last has got 
his liberty upon exchange ; but I dare say this churl is 
steeled against humanity. 

Syd. I know not what to think of him ; that man's soul 
has no flow; impenetrable frost locks up its current: 
therefore be prepared. — ^And now, Harry, if you have any 
thing upon your mind to encharge me with, avail yourself 
of ti^e moment, and impart it to me ; the issue of these 
rencontres is uncertain. 
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Wood. Alas! I have been so improvident a husband, 
that I dare hardly send my last fai*ewell to my much in-, 
jured wife ; so unjust a father, that I have scarce presump-, 
tjon to bequeath a blessing to my son. In temporal afiairs 
I am so totally undone, and life is now so perfectly a 
blank, that he who takes it from me, takes what I am tired 
of ; and I solemnly conjure my family never to stir the 
question of my death, nor prosecute the author of it. 

[IVeazle tpeakafrom the cottage-unndow, 

Wea, Gentlemen, I am commanded by Mr. Penrud- 
dock to say that he is very particularly occupied, and de- 
clines any further explanation on the .business of your visit ; 
you will hear from him again. 

fVood, At his own choice and leisure ; so inform him. , 

ff^ea. y&Tf well, gentlemen ! Perhaps you don't know 
me — My name is 'Hmothy Weazel — I wish you a good 
day. ^Retires. . 

Sjfd* Come, Woodville, we have thrown that cynic cur a 
bone, so let him gnaw it. [EjeeurU^ R. 

£NO OF THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT II. 

isCENE I.— ^ Chamber in Tempeafs House* 

EfUer Tempest <ifM/ Emily, l. 

Tern* Go your ways ; vanish out of my sight, for a grace* 
less young hussey.— You know I love you, Emily, you know 
I Aoy dear as the. eyes in my head, better than the heart in 
my body, and therefore you baffle, and bamboozle, and make 
a bumpkin of me ; that's what you do : you see I am a damn'd 
fond forgiving old fool, and you impose upon my good- 
nature. 

Emu No very hard task, I should hope. Only call upon 
you now and then for a few grains of charitable patience. 

Tern. Grains of charitable nonsense, grains of hypocri- 
tical impertinence : what business have you to nudce any 
calls upon me, that you know I can't answer ? I have no 
such thing as patience about me, no such dull mechanical 
property belonging to me ; never had, never will have, 
never wish to have. 

EmL'^^W, sir, let it pass then ; but yon must .own it'^ 

c 
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a little unreasonable to ex})ect that I should abound in 
that article, of which you, my father, do not possess a single 
atom? 

Tern. Not at all unreasonable, for your mother was a 
miracle of patience ; I am sure I put it very sufficiently to 
the trial : why I took her with no other view but as we 
take a diet-drink in the spring, to sweeten the juices. 
Tempest, the son of Lord Hurricane, was never bOm to 
be calm ; 'sblood and fire ! T have never been in smooth 
water since first I was launched upon the surface of the 
globe. I was a younger son, and kicked into the world 
without a sixpence ; my father gave me no education, taught 
roe nothing, kept me in ignorance, and buffeted me every 
day for being a dunce. 

Bmi, That was hard, indeed, to give so little and de- 
mand so much — but some fathers are quite out of the way 
of reason. 

Tem, That* s a wipe at me, I suppose, but no matter- 
First I was turn'd into the army, there I got broken bones 
and empty pockets ; Uien I was banished to the coast of 
Africa, to govern the savages of Senegambia ; there I made 
a few blunders in color, by taking whites for blacks and 
blacks for whites ; but before my enemies could get hold of 
me. Death laid hands upon them, and I triumphed over 
their malice by the mortality qf the climate. 

EmU Upon my word, sir, you have been tossed and 
tumbled about in this rough world pretty handsomely 

Tern. Yes, so handsomely, that I will take care you 
shan't be tossed and tumbled about, till you have a good 
pilot On board, and a safe harbour under your lee, to lay 
up in for life. 

Emi. That's as much as to say I shall embark with Sir 
David Daw, and lay up in his fusty old castle on the banks 
of the Wye, in Monmouthshire, to wit. A precious pilot 
I shall have, and a famous voyage we shall make of it ! — 
Helm a- weather ! cries he, and bear awa^ for the coast of 
Wales — Helm a-lee I say I, and set all sails for the port of 
London. He is for steering West, I am for steering East ; 
so between us we run wild out of the track, and make a 
Wreck of diip and cargo in the scuffle for command. 

Tern, You talk nonsense, Emily, you gabble without wit 
or wisdom. Sir David Daw is a very respectable gentleman 
in his own country. 

Emi. Then he is a very silly gentleman for coming out 
of it. 
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Tern, He has a noble property, a capital estate. 

£!mi. Thanks to his ancestors !«— he'll never mend it by 
discovery of the longitude. 

Tern. £mily, Emily, do you thinlc I have no eyes ? what 
do you take me for— a mole, a bat, a beetle, not to see 
where your perverse affections point ? Vou are never out 
of Mrs. Woodville's house. 

Emi. Can that be a wonder, when persecution drives me 
out of your doors, and pity draws me into her's ? Here 1 
am baited by the silliest animal Folly ever lent her name to, 
there I am received by the gentlest being Heaven ever 
formed. 

Tern, Come, come, whilst you are talking thus of the 
mother, I know to a certainty it is the son you are thinking 
of ; and positively, Emily, you must banish Henry Wood- 
vlUe from your thoughts. 

Emi, Then I must lose the faculty of thinking. 

Tern* Don't tell me of your faculties ; mine will never 
consent to marry you to a nuned ^ man.— Sir David is uo 
gamester-^ 

JEmi, Perhaps not 

Tern. Nor the sou of a gamester. 

£mi. No, nor the son of any thing, I should think, that 
Nature ever owned ; for he is so far from being in the like- 
ness of a man, that it would be libelling a monkey to mis- 
take them for each other. 

Tern, Hold your tongue. I never md Sir David was a 
wit. 

Emi' No, o* my conscienee, a t^loi; might as well look 
for custom in the court of Pelew, as you for wit in the emp- 
ty pericranium of my Monmouthshire lover. 

Tern, And if he had wit, what would you do with it ? 
Who would put a naked sword in the hands of a child ? I 
like him the better for his being without it ; I have none 
myself. I had sooner mess with the savages in Africa than 
be shut into a room with a company of wits. Your down- 
right stupid fellow is the repose of aJU society } like a soft 
cushion in an easy <^air, he lulls you into gentle slumbers, 
and lays all youi* cares to rest. 

Enter Servant, i. 

« 

Ser, Sir David Daw. [EofU Servant, l. 

Tern, Now, now, Emily, behave as you should do, or by 
the liviiig — 

c2 
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Enter Sir David Daw» l. 

Welcome, Sir David ! [Crosses, c] welcome, my good 
kniglit of Monmouth! 

SirD. Worthy Governor, I am your devoted servant — 
Sweet paragon of beauty, 1 am your humbled slave. 

Tern* Heyday, my friend, where have you cuU'd these 
flowers of rhetoric ? 

Sir D, Pick'd a small posey from Parnassus, to lay it at 
the feet of the loveliest of the Muses. [Crossesy c. 

Emu Upon my word. Sir David, your periods are the 
very embrios of poetry ; a kind of tadpoles, more than 
half frogs, and just ready to hop. 

ShrD. So they can but hop into your good graces, I care 
hot 

Tern. Right, my gallant heart, that's the way to treat her. 
— Emily is for ever giggling. 

SirD. She is not singular in that : go where 1 will, 
they giggle; that is rather daunting, you must think. 
Amongst our Monmouthshire lasses who but I ? Not that 
1 am conscious of more wit than my neighbours, but my 
jokes always tell -, they do so titter when I am in my merry 
vein, and the servants grin, and the tenants roar, and tiien 
my poor dear mother taps me on the cheek, and calls me 
her didnty Davy.-^Oh ! we are so merry in the castle \ 

Emi. Aye, to be sure ; there's room enough for your 
wit to escape without running foul of any body's under- 
standing. 

SirD, Yes, yes, 'tis a bouncer, and such a hall for bat- 
tledore and shuttle-cock — 

Emi. Garnish'd round with pikes, and gauntlets, and 
branching liorus, the trophies of the fkmiiy — 

SirD. Yes, and in the great parlour such a string of 
Daws hanging by the wall — 

Emi. In ruffd and bands, and peaked chins from all an> 
tiquity, like the whole court of France in a puppet- shew, 
with dainty David in the character of Punchinello to close 
< the cavalcade. 

Sir D* Not so ; but in the place of it your own fair por- 
trait, if you please, and under it, in letters of gold, " Emi- 
ly, consort of Sir Da^^d Daw." — Lilies and rosed ! what a 
lovely piece will that be ! 

Emi. Let it be a family piece then, and we may all have 
a part in it. 

7Vm. Aye, aye, that*s a hook to haul me *a with ; I 
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know it is : but let us hear, let us hear what part you have 
laid out for me. 

JBmi. An heroic ooe, be mve $ you shall be — let nije con- 
sider — you shall be drawn in the character of Agamemnon. 

Tern. Agamemnon ) Why in the character of Agamem- 
non, I would fain kiiaw* 

JSmi*. Because he was a warrior like yon, and a gover*- 
nor : but principally 1)ecaus&, if I remember his history — 
he sacrificed his daughter. 

Tern, Heh ! how ! there I'm itoown out : that is a his- 
tory I know nothing of. 

Sir />.. Nor .1 neither. — Ah ! ny good governor, speak 
a kind word for me ; all my hopes are in you. 

Tern. Fear .nothing, my man of mettle ; keep a stout 
heart, and there's none of 'em can resist tiie idlurements of 
your fortune, though they may all be insensible to the 
beaiities of your person. 

Emi. No, to be sure ; if you make love like an elephant, 
with your castle on your back,, who can stand against you ? 

5m* Z>. I don't know how it is. Governor Tempest, but 
:thoiigh 'tis well known that the first man Nature ever made 
waaa Welshman, and tbQUfi^ I flatter myself I am pretty 
nearly on the same model, yet here every ragged-headed 
fellow, with a mahoi;any face, because he can slip into an 
eel-skin, and I cannot, slips into fovoar before me; whilst 
the ladies stare at me, as, if I had dropt out of the moon 
amongst them. 

. Tern* That is because the^ lay aside the Vigbt they were 
born with, and have eyes, l&e their complexions, of their 
own making. 

Mn^. Ah! Sir David, you do not undcrstaud them; you 
are the happiest with the good old lady ki the country ; 
your education has been private. 

. Sir D, Quite snug and private ; always at home, always 
with my mother. 

Emu And your asiuseuieiitB — 

SitD. Never went abroad for them; we had plenty of 
pastime amongst ourselves and the servants-^ards I never 
touch ; drinking 1 have no head for : and as for naughty 
women, I caa faithfully assure you, I never come near one 
oi 'em. 

Tern* Keep that to yourself, my friend, if you are wise ; 
fur tiiis world is so wicked, that a man is forced to coun- 
terfeit vices in order to keep well with it — 

c 3 
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Enter Sydenham, l. 

Ah ! Charlofl, howwears this wicked world with jfou ? 

Syd. Wears apace, frets itself out, grates most coufound- 
edlr upon the hinges : I almost think I shall liv^ to see the 
end of it. — [Croues to Efoily*'] — ^Don't go away, I waot to 
have a word with you. [Aside ta JBmity. 

Sir D, Oh ! Mr. Sydenham, I rejoice to see you. 

Syd. How fares my venerable Cambro-Briton ? 

Si> />. Terrible ill, for want of you ; house, equipage, 
every thing is at a dead stop, till you set us going. — I call- 
ed at your lodgings, and they told me you was out of town. 

Syd. They did right ; I educate my servants in all inno- 
cent untruths. 

Tern. They gave me the same answer. 

[Crosies to Sydenham, 

Syd, They did wrong : to tell one and the same lie to 
two several visitors, betrays a poverty of invention. 

£mi. And hav'nt you been out of town all this while ? 

Syd. Hush ! hush ! ask no questions. — How can I quit 
the town with an aifair of honour on my hands : did'nt 
you challenge me to a game at chess ? and here 1 am ready 
to decide it. 

Tetn. Oh ! that dull, dilatory, dreaming game, how I 
detest it ! — Any news, Charles, of the poor Woodvilles ? 

Syd. That is the very question I was about to ask of 
you. 

Tern. 'Sblood,you are as inysterious as a privy counsel- 
lor : they say Wpodville is gone off; nay, they circulate a 
very black and dismal story about him. 

Syd, As you have been governor of the blacks, I wish 
you would put the sooty slaves to death that circulate such 
stories. 

Sir D. I hear Sir George Penriiddock has made a curi- 
ous will, and given his whole property to a madman, who 
has been shut up in a cottage for these twenty years. 

Syd, And do you suppose it would have brought him to 
his senses if he had lived in a castle ? 

Tern, Come, come. Sir David ; don't you see that cuckQo 
won*t be caught by vou? Zooks, man, the ^umb-: 
screw would not make him plead ; though, let me tell you, 
when I've been set upon it, 1 have put tongues as stubborn 
as his into motion before now. As for Emily, leave her to 
her drowsy game at chess ; for, depend upon it, my friend, 
that any thing which tends to stupify her imagination will 
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be a point gained in your favor. {Exevni Tempest and Sir 
David, R. 

Syd, (l.) His Excellency is in one of hiff accommodating 
humours, and gives me an opportunity of telling you that 
I liaye brought Woodville back with me ; I knew his point, 
and bvertook him after -about twelve mites riding, in the 
very crisis of his fate. 

JEmu (r.) Did you so ? then here's my hand \ for thoii 
art the best soul living ; with a heart of gold, and lieels of 
feather, in the service of humanity. Ah t why did cruel 
Fortune cramp thy powers, when Nature so enriched thee 
with benevolence ? 

■ Syd. Don't complain of Fortune in my case ; perhaps 
the best fortune that can befal me is, that I have nothing to 
do with her : having little to bestow, I make up for it with 
good-will ; had I abundance to give, the good-will might 
be wanting. 

JSmu If Fortune, however, would but put you to the 
trial, I should .not tremble for the issi;e of it. Had P<^n- 
rnddocii made you his heir, happy would it have been for 
poor Woodville: 

Syd, For hiin (to own the truth to you) I have very little 
compassion.; some old habits of good fellowship perhaps 
I can't quite shake off; but a gamester is in nature such a 
fool, in character so little of a gentleman, and by profession 
so very close approaching towards a highwayman, that [ am 
ashamed of his acquaintance ; yet, for my dear Mrs. Wood- 
villc's sake — for my brave Henry's sake — and, through 
them, by implication, for. my sweet Emily's, I have shel- 
tered that poor worthless desjperado in my lodgings ; which 
is a secret you must keep close, for all their sakes., 

JSmu Doubt me not, for I can well suppose the conse- 
quences would be fatal. In one word^ is there any hope 
for him ? 

Syd» I could not answer that in a thousand words ; for 
I have seen this strange Penruddock, and know not what 
to make of him. 

Emi. Is he a madman, as they report of him ? 

Syd* That I can't tell ; for so many people are mad, who 
yet have senses enough to conceal it, that he.maybesn 
Without my discovering it. He is as sullen as a bear, and 
inveterate against Woodville to the length of any species of 
revenge. 

Emi, This is not the character Mrs. Woodville describes : 
she conceives better of him. 
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S^d» I wish she may not be mistakea ; we muat leave 
the event to time : —And now, my dear Lady, when are we 
to mount the wedding favours ? 

JBmu So, you will suppose I am cast for transportation 
to the enchanted castle ? 

Syd, Enchanted it will be, when you are in it; but how 
can I suppose, or even wish, any oUierwise, when ruin i& 
attached to the alternative ? 

Emu You strike me upon a motive that may drive me 
upon wondrous self-denials. If my beloved Mrs. Woodville 
falls, if my dear gallaiit Henry is beaten down and crushed 
by poverty and distress, at any sacrifice Til rsuse them up. 

Sifd* Will you ? Then, hy the powers of goodness, you 
are an angel ! 

£mL But in that wreck of happiness I shall need all the 
help that friendship can bestow ; and you, Charles Syden- 
ham, whom I place ever in the front of those few firm 
hearts I most prize, and most depend on, must not desert 
me. 

Sffd. Desert yon ! Damn it, my throat aches so, and my 
eyes dazzle, that T can neither rightly speak to you, nor see 
you — ^but, by tlie Lord, I'll die for you. 

Emi. Not so ; but70u must come to me in the country ; 
there you and I will tell old stories over a winter's fire, 
and be as comfortable as two feeling hearts will let us. 

Syd, I'll come ; I'll come to you — walk, ride, fish, fowl, 
milk the cows, feed the poultry, nurse the children, laugh,, 
cry, do any thing and every thing you would have me— >l 
will, upon my soul I will ! 

Emu Enough sud : upon this promise we will part. I 
shall be called for by my father, and you know his humour. 

Syd, I know him well for a most absolute and all-to-be- 
respected governor ; but if he had as numerous an of&priog 
as Muley Ishmael, and as large an empire as 'Hmur Khan, 
the proudest title he could boast would be that of bekig 
father to such an angel of a daughter. [EjeeutU, l. 

SCENE 11.^^ Str^. 
Enter Penruddock, l. 

Pen. So ! I am in London once more. — From scditud^ 
and silence how sudden is the transition to crowded streets, 
where all without is noise, and all within me anarchy and 
tumult ! Thoughts uncollected, jarring resolutions, ava- 
rice, revenge, ambition, all the turbid passions arming. 



1 



SCENE III.] TH^ WHEEL OF FORTUNE. 33 

like soldiers roused from sleep, to rush into the battle. 
Pity — I have none ; my heart is changed : I stopped in a 
bye-place to reconsider Mrs. Woodville*s interceding letter ; 
a naked, shivering wretch approached, and begged my cha- 
rity ; she was importunate, and I, with a. remorseless frown, 
bade her begone. — " Alas Y* she cried, ** if I had looked you 
in the face, I might have seen there was no hope for me." 
l have the mark of Cain — the stamp of cruelty imprinted 
on my forehead. — She cut me to the heart ; I would have 
called her back and atoned, but sullen liess or pride forbade 
it. How rich was I in my contented poverty! How poor 
( has Fortune made me by these soul-tormenting riches ! — 

JSnter Weazel, r. d. 

Well, sir, is Mrs. Woodville in her house ? 

f^ea> She is not there, nor any body that can tell me 
where she is: the servants are dispersed, the chamber- 
doors all locked aiid sealed, save oiie, in which'a solitary 
guard keeps watch, holding possession in due form of 
law : I have seen it in its splendom' ; it la now reversed — 
a melancholy change. 

Pen. V\l visit it nevertheless ; it will be a wholesome 
preparative to the scene of luxury which you tell me I am 
to be saluted with in the stately mansion of Sir George 
Penruddock. [jEofeunt, r. d. 

SCENE III.-*^n unfurnished Room, 
Enter an Officer, Weazel, and Penruddock, r. . 

Pen, You are here, sir, I presume, in office by autho- 
rity from the late Sir George Penruddock ? 

Officer. I am. Sir ; and though it is against our rules to 
iadmit any stranger, yet \s I know Mr. Weazel, and he 
warrants for you, I make no objection to your coming in. 

PetL Nor to leaving us, I shoula suppose, within these 
bare walls ; they defy robbery t the scythe of the law cuts 
close, and those, who follow it, will not be enriched by 
their gleanings. 

Officer. A pleasant gentleman, i should 'guess, and 
knows a thing dr two.— Mr. Weazel, with your leave, I will 
speak a word with you. 

ff^ea. By all means, Sir ; ever happy to assist, when yon 
want anything in my way. [^Esnt with Officer , l. 

Pen. Here, then, was the residence of my once-beloved 
Arabella; here she reigded, here she revelled, and here, 
perhaps, in a desponding moment^ she wrote that melan- 
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choly appeal, which wrung the weapon from my hand, 
when raused against her husband's life. I'll read it once 
again ; the scene conspires, a sympathetic gloom comes 
over me ; and solitude, the friend of meditation, prompts 
me to review it : — " By the death of Sir George Penrud- 
4ocl(, you will find us your debtors in no less a sum thaa 
all that we possess i if you are extreme, we are undone : 
my husband, who expects no mercy, flies from me in des- 
p^r, aqd in his fate mine is involved ; — if, then, you find 
an orphan in the world, whose parents could not move 
your pity, you may think revenge has done enough, and 
tal^e my Henry into your protection."-^ 

Enter Heksy Woodville, k. 

Hen. Where am I ? What has hapitened ? Why ia this 
house so changed in its appearance ? 

Pen. Whom do you seelc ? 

l/m. A father and mother, who dwelt here : if you 
have heard the name of Woodville, and can ease my mi* 
xiotts terrors, tell me they survive. 

Pen. Be satisfied— ITiey live. 

Hen, Devoutly I return Heaven thanks, and bleea you 
for the tidings : long absent, and debarred ail corrcapood* 
ence with my family, I came with trembling, heart, uiicer> 
tain of their fate ; and, I confess, the ominous appearance 
of a deserted house struck me with alarm : but I may hope 
they have some other residence at hand.— If you know where, 
direct me. 

Pen, If I knew where, I would ; but<-- 

Hen, But what ? Why do you pause ? 
. Pen. Because I cannot proceed* 

Hen, Why not proceed ? Yoo know they live — can you 
not tell me where ? 

Pen. I cannot * 

Hen. Wliat is your bu^ness here ? 

Pen. None, 

Hen. Do you not live in London ? 

Pen, No. 

Hen. What is your name— occupation? Where do yo« 
inhabit ? How comes it to pass you know so well to an- 
swer me one question, and are dumb to all the rest ? 

Pen. I am not used to interrogatories, nor quite so pji- 
tient as may suit with your imjietuosity. 

Hen. I stand corrected; I am too quick«— You will 
excuse the feelings of a son. 
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Pen. Most willingly ; only I am sorry to perceive they 
are »o sensitive, because this world abounds in misery. 

Hen* Now I am sure you know more than you yet re> 
veal ; but having said my parents are alive, you for^fy me 
iigainst lesser evils : I know my father's failings, and can 
well suppose that his afikirs have fialleu into decay. 

Pen. To utter ruin* Gaming has undone him. 

Hen. Oh ! execrable vice, fiend of the human soul*— -that 
tears the hearts of parent, child, and friend ! What crimes^ 
what shame, what complicated misery hast thou brou^t 
upon us ! This house was swallowed in the general wreck. 

Pen, With every thing else : Sir George Penruddock had 
it for a debt^ as it is called, of honour. 

Hen. A debt of Infamy— and mav the curse entailed 
upon such debts descend on him and all that may inherit 
firom him ! 

Pen. There you out-run discretion : he is dead^ and you 
would not extend your curse to him that now inherits. 

Hen. Light where it will^ I'll not revoke it He that is 
Fortune's minion well deserves it. 

Pen. But he that is innocent, does not. 

Hen. Can he be innocent, who stains his hands with ore 
drenched in the gamester's biood ; dug from the widoVs 
and the orphan's hearts with tears, and cries, and agonies 
inutterable ? Tis property accurst t were it a mine as 
deep as to the centre, I would not touch an atom to pre- 
serve myself from starving. 

Pen. You speak too strongly. Sir. 

Hen. So you may think : I speak as I feel.— Who is the 
wretched heir ? 

Pen. Roderick Penruddock. 

Hen. What ! Roderick the recluse ? 

Pen. The same. * 

Hen. My father knew him well--a gloomy misanthrope, 
shunning and shunned by all mankind* When such a 
being, after long seclusion, lost to all social charities, and 
hardened into savage Insensibility, comes forth into the 
world, armed with power and property, he Issues like a 
hungry lion from his den, to ravage and devour. 

Pen. Stop your invective ! Know him before you damn 
him. 

Hen. I do not wish to know him ; but if you do, and 
think him wronged by my discourse, convince me of the 
wrong, and you shall find me ready to atone. 

Pen. I would not have you take his character fi-om me^ 
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aiid yet I think him to be somewhat better than your report 
of him ; however, you have put it fairly to the issue» and 
if your leisure served to meet me at his house, the late Sir 
George Penruddock's, within two hours from this, you 
may perhaps see cause to blush for the severity of your 
invective,: in the ntean time, I promise to make no report of 
what you have said, and neither aggravate his mind against 
you, nor warn him of your coming. 

Hen, If I can find my friends within the time you men- 
tion, I will not fail to meet you ; but I should know your 
name. 

Pen. Vou shall know eveiy thing in proper time and 
place—till then farewell. IJSjnt ,Henry, r.] Insolent 
libeller t be has undone himself, and stabbed the mercy in 
my bosom, whilst in the very act of rising to embrace him. 

£ND OF ACT II* 



ACT III. 

SCENE I«-^^ mean Apartment in the Lodging Houee of 

Aire. fVoodviUe. 

Enter Henry, ushered in by a Maid Servant ^ l. 

Maid* Walk in, sir, pray walk ui. Madam Woodville 
will be quickly at home. 

Hen. Are you her servant ? 

Maid. I do the work of the bouse, and wmt upon the 
lodgers. 

Hen. lias she none else belonging to her ? 

Maid* No, no, good lady, she has none else bnt me. If 
you are Captain Woodville, her son, I hope it will be in 
your power to comfort her. 

Hen* Heaven grant it may !— I am the person ; you may 
leave nie. — [EoAt Maid, L.J..-What a sad change is this ! 
My mother in this place-*-Uius lodged, and thus attended ! 
O Nature ! let me not forget it was a father tliat did this, 
else — but that thought is horror Hark, she is coming — 

Enter Emily Tempest, l. 

May I believe my eyes ? The lovely phantom of my visions 
realized. 
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Emi* (l.) The gallant prisoner, we bewailed, set free ! 
This is a joy most welcome. I was informed you called at 
our liouse for a direction hither ; I can make all allowances 
for your impatience ; but snrely, surely, Henry, you made 
none for mine, when all that you bestowed upon me was a 
cold inquiry at the door, if such a being ^till was in- exist- 
ence. 

Hen. (r ) Chide not, but pity me : the unfortnnatie are? 
fearful of ii^truding. 

EmL Say, rather, ihey are unkind, and wrong their 
friends, when they suppose them shaken by every breath 
of fortune. 

Hen* The world revolts from poverty. 

Emi. Are these the sentiments that you return with ? 
For shame ! a soldier to talk thus — Have you seen no mis- 
fortunes where you have been, or do you feel them only 
when they fall upon yourself? Your noble mother does 
not reason thus. 

ffen. \itr*8 are no common evils, I confess ; but still 
adversity is a fair enemy, patience can check it, fortitude 
can conquer it, religion can convert it to a blessing. Even 
I, whom you reprove, bore it without a murmur^ for honour 
was not lost, hope was yet alive — your image, ever present 
to my mind,- brightened captivity, and dreams Of future 
happiness cheared my warm glowing fancy ; but now — 

Emi. What now ? Stop tbere, and let me only dwell 
upon those objects that delight, although' they may delude : 
joy at the best is fugitive ; paint hope in brilliant hues, and 
it is joy : the picture fades indeed, and its warm tiutS fly 
off, but whilst they fly, they charm, and memory feasts 
upon them, even when they are vanished. 

Hen. Oh ! well applied/ and genuine philosophy. But 
now, uiy Emily, what means this mischievous effusion of 
to much light that my weak eyes Can't bear it .* Why all 
this blaze of beauty ? 

Emu Hush ! don't be silly ; it is no such thing — a llttie 
g4ad to see you, perhaps, a little animated by an unexpected 
pleasure. ' 

Hen. I left you, as I thought, perfect in every charm ;' 
but time, 1 see, still brings fresh tributes to adorn and beau- 
tify perfections — How many hearts have you this moment 
iu your chains ? 

EmL Nonsense '. not one : tiie lover I most reckoned 
upon has just thrown off" his chains^ and is at liberty. 
. Hen. Only to yield it up again with- double devotion at 

D 
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your feet Did yoa know him fu» I do, you would. know, 
that thougli inipofisibilitiefl oppose his hope, reason ean 
malEe no progress in the reform of his iocarable passion. 

£mL Indeed ! Then what is lo be done witii such a man ? 
How would you advise me to treat his case ? 

Hen. With pity^ as for one who soifers witbont prospect 
of a cure ; with caution towards yourself, as holding it nn* 
fiiir to flatter where you cannot save. 

Afn. fF, [Without y l.] Where, where is he ? 

Mrs. Woodvillb enters^ l. and embraces Henry. 

Mrs* W, Henry, my son, my hero ! welcome to mj 
arms. 

. ff(0». [Cnwtff c] Oh! my dear mother-— suffering, in- 
jured excellence ! [KmeitiM* 

Mrs, W, (l.) Stand up I Let me survey you-^Why, yoa 
credit your campaigning ; yet you have fiured hardly— well, 
'tis a good practice for bad times : we have not where* 
withal to. feast you, my poor Henry. There is no gold 
grows on the soldier's laurels. 

Hen, I have a siyord. Madam. 

Mrs* JV, Go then, and let it earn for you both food and 
fame. A British matron sends her warrior to the fight, 
and scorns to damp fans Urdoer with a tear : I'll sliare you 
with my country. Oh ! my dear sweet Emily, my generoos 
friend, I Icnow you can foi^ve me. 

Eni\ Not easily, if you devote a single thought to cere- 
mony : I am here a party upon sufferance, not quite indif- 
ferent to the scene liefore me, but certainly no principal. 

Mrs* W* You must be ever such with me ; you have 
shared my sorrows, hard indeed if you might not partake 
my joys. Well, Henry, we must meet the time, and all its 
troubles, with what face we can : cowards and fools shrinlt 
at the blasts of fortune, the solid temper of a noble mind 
sets them at nought. 

Hen* I'll not disgrace your heroism with a murmur; 
when your instruction points the way to virtue, and the 
example of my father warns me against vice, how can I 
stray ? 

Mrs* fV* Alas 1 your father— he is, indeed— but we'll not 
speak of him : stand firm yourself, and give me cause to 
love you : for errors of prosperity, the world has candour 
more th^n enough ; now you have uotliing left but your 
good name, of Sat be jealous in the extreme ; so shall I 
^e justified for having thought you worthy of that hand. 
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which crael fortune qow Ureyoeiibly has snatched fron 
you. 

Emi. Madam! Mrs. Woodville !-^ni take my leaves 
your business grows too interesting.^— I'll not intrude upon 
your secrets. [/<» vfUhdrawing, l. but Hopt by H^nrff. 

Hen* Tear not my heart away, but stop, for mercy's salce ! 

Eim> No, let us part. Your mother speaks the truth ; 
but I was then so happy, I lost sight of it. 

Mrt. IV. My Emily, my life, my comforter, forgive met 
Amidst a throng of sorrows, some unguarded words will 
evermore escape us; we vent thefm as we do our sighs, 
and know not what we say. 

Emu Pray don't apologize; I am quite ashamed of it : 
'tii^ nothing, I am often thus ; you've seen me so a hundred 
times — Only poor Henry made up such a face— his eyes set 
me a aiying. . 

Mn* fV, My dear, my dear ! come with me to my cham-^ 
ber. [ErevHiy l. 

SCENE lh—j4 Saloon in the Mouse of Sh' Gboros 

PRNftUDDOCK. 

SnterJ^SKiva, Cook, and Coacitman, tn Mourning, /bl-, 
' lowing Wbazel, l. 2d, e. who addresses them with much 
ceremony* 

Wea. Gentlemen of the second table ! Chiefs of the 
lower regions ! I am your very humble servant. 1 condole, 
with you on our general loss : your late worthy master has 
paid the debt of nature ; poor Sir George is no more ; but 
you are serious reflecting men, that weigh these natural 
events, and know that Death (as the great poet s|ngs) ' will 
come when he will come.' 

Jen» True, sir ; and all our wonder is, he did uotcome 
before, seeing what pains Sir George took to quicken him.* 

Wea. Aptly remarked, most worthy sir ; and I am 
greatly edified to see that you have put yourselves in movirn- 
ing ; 'tis somewhat premature, perhaps, seeing the deceased 
is not yet interred, but it is a tribute of gratitude to your 
old master, ahd au earnest of respect to your new one. 

Cook. Of the past, we have nothing to complain ; of the 
present, we are a little doubtful. 

fFea. Vou speak like sage experienced men, well versed 
in all the dues and perquisites of service. I have my 
doubts, like you ; Penruddock, I should fear, may be too 
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much of ft philoaopher for your purposes, and you perhaps 
not quite enough for hi& 

Jim* We can't li^e without our comforts, Mr. Weazel. 

fFea, And fit it is that you should ha^e them. — You, 
Mr. Jenkins, I well know, are a man of taste, and have 
your little gentlemanly recreations — a stable at Epsom , 
with a bit of blood, that gives you the fresh air upon the 
Downs ; another bit of blood in the commodious purlieus 
of Marybone, which sooths your softer hours : I doubt if 
this philosopher's wages would buy body-clothes for either. 
T-In short, my good friends, I much suspect the golden 
age with all of us is past, the iron coming on. 

Jen, Well, sir, we shall see : report speaks strangely of 
the gentleman^ to be sure. When may we look for his 
arrival? 

fTea, Momentarily. — I perceive you have a -whole bat- 
talion of livery servants drawn up in the outer hall. 

Jen* We thought it for the credit of the establishment 
to have them all in attendance and full livery. — Does the 
gentleman bring any of liis own domestics with him ? 

fFea* Not many. ■ 
• Jen,, Let him come as strong as he will, we have pro- 
vided ; he will find a very handsome dinner, and a well- 
furnished sideboard. 

fVea, "fwill be a novelty at least. 

Jen. We havie some very pretty wenches in the house : 
Sir George was very particular in that way. 

fVea. And you, Mr. Jenkins, are no mean authority ; 
but Mr. Roderick's taste seems to be mostly towards old 
wom^n of seventy. 

Coach, Pray, sir, with what equipage does he travel 
hither ? ■ 

fFea, With one of Nature's providing. — Heyday ! what'9 
a*coaung now ? 

James, and three other Livery Servante, rush in, r. 

James, No offence to you, Mr. Weazel, but we would 
fain know what lay we are to be upon ; and whether the 
strange gentleman will be agreeable to allow us for bags, 
canes, and nosegays. 

. ff^ea. Bags you must wear, the graces of your persons 
claim them ; canes you shall have, your merits well be- 
speak them; and as for nosegays, gentlemen, it is so 
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modest a request, that even the bangmaii furnishes them 
to his clients. — Bat haric, your master is arrived. 
Jen* Standby; malceway! 

Enter Pbnruddock, r. ; Servants bow to Mm* 

Pen, Are all these persons of Sir George's household ? 

Wea. All of his town establishment , 

Pen» So many for the use of one ? They've females in 
proportion, I should hope, else *tis a most impolitic establish* 
ment. 

fF'ea. There are plenty of female servants in the house» 
but it is not usual for that sex to show themselves in the 
hall. 

Pen, If there is ever an old woman amongst them, sen4 
her to wait upon me. 

fFea* I told yon how it would be. [Atide. 

Jen. Please your honour, there is no such thing in the 
family. 

Pen, Shew me into your library then. 

Jen, I beg pardon, there is no library. 

Pen, Right ! why should wealth be wise ? Who, that 
could feed upon the leavings of the dead, would Iceep so 
many living men in ^y to pamper his appetite ? You 
would be useless ministers to a philosopher ; therefore^ 
whilst I am with you, I'll be none. Shew me your gayest 
chamber. [Ejiit attended^ l. 

SCENE IIL— ^ magnificent Ball Room, richly decorated, 

A sofa and chairs. 
Enter Penhuddock, Wbazel^ and all the Servants, Ij, u. e. 

Pen, What's all this ? For what perverted race of beings 
was this abominable farrago of absnrdity collected ? 

Jen, This, sir ? we call this the ball-room. It was liius 
prepared for ihe/Ste Sir George intended to have given oo 
his return out of Cornwall^ at this very night, if death 
had not prevented him. 

Pen. DesLth saved his credit ; and as guardian of his 
memory, I will have this libel burnt by the common hang- 
man, and its author prosecuted with ^the utmost rigour of 
the law. 

Jen. We have otiier apartments, sir, if this is not to 
your liking. 

Pen. Leave me, if you please. [Eya Jenkins and Ser^ 
vants, E.] Oh ! my beloved cottage, when shall I re-visit 
thee ? — I told yon of my adventure with young Woodville, 
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aod the faard Dames he gav^e me : would it not be a worthy 
panlshment to imprison him for life ?. 

fTea* A moderate correcUon he well merits ; but impri- 
sonmeut for life would be too severe a punishmeDt. 

Pen. I think it would, in such an execrable dungeon as 
this. How long, sir, might it talie to starve a naked man to 
death in a cold frosty night ? 

fTea* Truly, sir, the calculation never entered my 
thoughts. 

Fefk' I'll tell you then — about as long as it wonld take 
to drive me 'mad, were I to be here shut up without 
the power of an escape. 'Sdeath! can a man that has 
looked nature in the face, gaze on these fripperies ? Why, 
sir, my cobwebs, which old Deborah's purblind eyes leave 
undisturbed, have twenty times the grace of these unnatu* 
ral ftotoonN. What did Sir George Penruddock mean by 
thus lampooning me ? I'll not wear a fool's cap and bells 
for any man's humour, not I. Sir, 1 must ever curse the 
moment when you broke up my repose in my small unso- 
l^dcated cottage. 

Enter J ESKiif$,K, 

Jen. Captain Woodville is at the door, and desires to 
know if there is not a person here he was to call upon. 

Pen* Introduce Captain Woodville directly. [Eait Jen^ 
kina, R.] Mr. Weazel, you will expedite those matters I 
instructed you upon, and remember secrecy. 

fTea. I ehadl act faithfully in all things, to the best of my 
understanding What a mysterious animal it is ! "fwould 
puzzle CEdipus to unriddle what he means. IEjpU, l. 

. Enter Henry, r. 

' Henry, Bless me ! can this be so? Am I in company 
with Mr. Penruddock ? 
Pen, For the second time. — I recollect we met by acci- 
^ dent, and had some interesting conversation. 
■ Hen. ITien I must throw myself upon your candour , 
' and abide by any measures you may chuse to dictate in con- 
sequence of what has passed between us. 

Pen. You hardly can expect much candour in a character 
such as you painted— savage, insensible, lost to all social 
charities, a gloomy misanthrope. 

Hen, I spoke, as men are apt to speak, what I believed 
upon report. If you mean only to retort the words on roe 
afl their retidler, you still leave the original authority in 
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•force ; bat if you can refute that, you at once vindicate 
your own character from aspersion, and bring me to shame 
for my credulity and levity. 

Pen, If I remember right, you quoted your own fother 
as the authority on which yod rested : of him, therefore, 
in the first place, I will speals; of myself, in the last.-7- 
Your father and myself were intimates through all that 
happy age, when nature wears no maslc : our boyish sports, 
our college studies, our travelling excursions, united us 
In friendship. This may be tedious talk, and jet I study 
to be brief, for my own sake as well as yours. 

//im. Tm all attention — pray, proceed. 

Pen, On our return from travel, it was my fortune to 
engage the affections of a lady— whom at this distant period 
I can't name without emotions that unman and shake my 
foolish heart~-therefore, no more of her. Your father was 
our mutual confidant, passed and repassed between us on 
affairs of trust and secrecy, whilst I iwas busied in provid- 
ing for our marriage settlement : I struggled against diffi- 
culties that tortured my impatience, and at length overcaihe 
them. In that interval a villain had belied my character, 
poisoned her credulous mind, and, by the display of a supe- 
rior fortune, prevailed upon her parents to revoke their 
promises to me, and marry her to him. What did this 
wretch deserve ? 

Hen, Death from your hands, and infamy from all the 
.world. 

Pen, And yet upon his credit you arraign my character ; 
— for that wretch is your own father — 

Hen. I'm dumb with horror. 

Pen, Can yeu now wonder, if, when armed with power 
to extinguish this despoiler of my peace, this still iuv^rate 
defamer of my character, I issue, as your own words de- 
scribe me, like a hungry lion from his den, to ravage and 
devom'? 

Hen, I'll answer that hereafter ; and by the honour of ^ 
a soldier, I will answer it as truth and justice shall exact* 
of me. But a charge so strong, so serious, so heart- ^ 
rending to a son, who feels himself referred to in a case so 
touching, demands a strict discussion : I shall immediately 
seek out my father, whom I have not yet seen. 

Pen. If I accuse him falsely, it is not restitution of the 
debt he owes me, nor all tliat f possess besides, no, nor my 
-life itself, that can atone for the calumny. If I have spo- 
ken truth/confess that though I have the fury of the lion 
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you compare me to, I haTe, like him^ iu^nct to Justify the 
ravages I make. 

Hen, I close upon those terms : when next we meet, we 
meet deeblTely. [Exit Henry ^ r. 

Pen. He, that is once deceived, may plead a venial 
error ; but he that gives himsdf to be a fool twice duped, 
has nothing but his folly to excuse him. I parted from this 
strumpet world because she jilted me ; protesting never to 
believe her more, I cast her off ; she now approaches me 
with syren smiles, throws out her lures, and thinks to dazzle 
me with these vile scraps of tawdry patch-work finery-r- 
Away with all such snares ! there's whore upon the face of 
them. 

ft 

Enter Jenkins, r. 

Jetu Is.it your pleasure to be at home, sir ? 

Pen. It shall be before loug. 

Jen, Do you chuse to see Mr. Sydenham ? 

Pen, By all means. [Ejtit Jenfkni, R.] The whole town 
are welcome to break in and plunder all they find : encunw 
bered with Ibe trappings of folly, the sooner I am stript the 
better. 

Enter Sydenham, r. 

Sir, I am proud to see you. This is indeed a kindn^s great- 
er than J looked for, even from you, of whom i had con- 
ceived so highly, to visit one that must appear to you in the 
last sta^e of human misery. 

Sffd, How so, sir ? What is it you can allude to ? 

Pen, These symptoms of insanity. These-^ 

Spd, You surprise me, sir : if you advert to the decora- 
tions of this ball-room, be assured they are executed to a 
miracle; conceived, disposed, and finished with great 
elegance, and in the very last taste. 

Pen, Heaven grant it maybe the last ! 

Spd, You have lived long out of the world ; your eyes 
are used to nature ; but in these times we never prize what 
we can enjoy (for nothing : of course, nature and all her 
works are out of fashion. 

Pen, And may I ask which fashion you are of ? 

Sjfd, Sir, I am,'as I told you, a mere idler, a roving drone 
without a hive. To call upon me for an opinion is to 
expose me to danger, for I am too honest to disguise my 
sentiments, and my sentiments are too sincere to please 
the generality of those I keep company with. I am poor, 
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but Still such a plain-spokeu foo), that if you v^ere to ask 
me what I tliought of you, I should infallibly give you my 
opiuion to your face. 

Pen, Then give it, I conjure you : I have still my own 
conscience to refer to. 

Syd. Perhaps I may not treat yon with the civility you 
require. Your conscience and I may differ in that respect. 

Pen, Proceed, nevertheless. 

Syd. The ^rst predicament I saw you in was a peculiar 
one — Eiicounteretl by a man, a ^(uilty one T own, who con^ 
lessed to the wrongs he had done you, and threw himself 
upon your pardon : he was in misery and at your mercy— r 
a glorious moment was then in your reach ; for the honour 
of human jiatui'e, I wished you to have seized it : you sei- 
zed the pistol, instead, which he tendered you : and ^when 
you might have conquered him by jgenerosity, preferred the 
doubtful chance of revenging yourself in his blood. 

Fen, Go on, go on ! Cut deep, and never spare rae. 

J^d, A mediating angel stopt your hand, but still you 
slunk away in silence, sullen and mysterious : what the 
contents of Mrs. WoodviUe's letter were, I know not ; but 
yvliatever they might be, I understand they^are unanswered ^ 
for I came this insj^ant from the lady, who addressed you— 
Here you are not less wantlug in politeness than humanity. 

Pen, Facts, but not comments, if you please. What 
next ? 

Sjfd, The son of your neglected correspondent is come 
home ; a braver, nobler, more ingenuous youth, his country 
does not boast : I met him as he parted from your door ; 
what was in his heart I know not, but in his features all was 
madness, horror, and despair <-l threw my arms about him ; 
^e pressed me to his bosom, sighed, and broke away from 
me without a word. 

Pen, U you held no discourse, how can you dive into his 
thoughts ? , . ^ 

Syd, Because I know how deep and keen the pangs of 
disappointed love. 

Pen. Do you know that ? I know it too, and rankle 
with the wounds, that time can never cure : tell me^his case ; 
what is the lady's name, and whence his disappointment ? 

Syd, The mistress of his soul is Emily, the fair and lovely 
daughter of your neighbour, Mr. Tempest : plunged in his 
father's ruin, all his hopes are wrecked ; honour forbids the 
match, for Tempest is not rich, and Henry (curse upon that 
demon, gaming !) is undone : meantime. Sir David Daw^ 
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a fdlow^cmmmed with money to asiirfelt^ proposes for 
thc lady — 

Pen. What then, what then ? She will not marry him. 

Syd, I should tfuppose she will. 

Pen, Infamous prostitution ! Is there a second woman 
to be found so base of soul^ so lost to every sense^ 

Sjffi. Stop ! on your life no more': I must not hear the 
noblest sacrifice* that generosity e'er made to save a sink- 
ing fomiiy, so grossly treated by the v«ry Inan, who is 
himself the source and fountain-head of their cittamity ;— * 
and now proceed, fulfil your whole design, complete their 
ruin — tear this devoted victim from the heart of her be- 
loved Henry-^drive her into the arms of folly— immolate 
affection, beauty, innocence, every grace and every virtue, 
to the luxury of revenge, and when you've done i^— fail to 
your dinner with what appetite you may! 

Pen, Stay, sir! I could reply to you, bat my heart 
swells against this tyranny of tongue. The time may 
eome— nay, it shall come — when you'll repent this' lan- 
guage. 

Sff(L Not I, by heaven. I have a sword, that never yet 
was backward to come forth upon the call, and second 
what I've sidd. And now, because I'll give your ven* 
geance its full range, and suffer none that I call friend 
to skulk behind my shield, I tell you Woodville will be 
found with me, whenever you think fit to seek him. Your 
servants know the bouse, and will direct ypu to it. [Exit^ r. 

Pen. Here's a bold spirit I These are the loud*tongued 
moralists, who make benevolence a bally, and mouth 
js into mercy by the dint of noise and impudence — but 
I shall lower his tone. Who waits ? Teli my attorney 
I would speak with him. [EstU^ i* 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— An Apartment in Sydenham* 9 H<m€. 

Enter Mr. Woootille and Mrs. Woodville, l. 

fTood, You strive in vain to comfort me ; uiy spirit sinlis 
under a load of guilt, whidi all your pity and forgiveness 
cannot lighten. — Is there a gleam of hope to catch at ? 

Mri. H^, There seems an awful pause in our fate ; I dare 
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not call it b^pe ; I do:Bo^ thloJkU wsm^nls jtur. to treat it as 

desuMt*. 

ff^ood. Have yoa had any answer from Penruddock ? 

Mr3* fF. None. 

fVaod. Heartless, unfeeling monster—^ 

Mrs, JV. Hnsb« hush ! you should not raiK 

Wood, rii hide myself uo longer ; Til go forth and face 
his persecution. 

Mu, W. Hold, be not rash. Where's Sydenham ? 

fVfiod*_ Gone to Penruddock. 

Mri. fF* I'm sorry for it i tiiat will blow the flame ; their 
tempers never can accord* 

fVood. I saw the danger^ and strove to divert him from 
the undertaking*— but you know his zealous temper ; no re* 
monstrance stops him. 

Mrs, W, I'll go to Penruddock myself. 

Wood, Not for the world. 

Mt»* W, Why, what should hinder me ? 

Wood* Consideration for yourself — and, though I have 
justly forfeited all right to counsel you, let me add, my 
earnest dissuasion. 

Mrs, W. This is no time for pride — ^thiok of your son t 

fVoOd. Oh \ agony of soul ! Oh, monstrous, monstrous 
yillain that I am! — ^Andlook! protect me, save me from 
the lUght of him. [FaUi on her neck, . 

Enter Henry, r. and^ after a pause, speaks. 

Hen. [Crosses, c] Sir, be a man! You fly too late to 
that protecting virtue; if it is painful to abide this meeting, 
why did you risk the pain? Whatwas the good you might 
have gained, compared with what you have lost? — ^A wife, 
a son, the sacred trust of husband, father, all that Heaven 
committed to your keeping, staked (Oh ! disproportioned 
iftake !) against a gambler's coin ! 

Wood, (l*) Truly, but sternly, urged. — I thank you ! It 
has roused me. 

Hen, (c.) I'm glad it has, for it requires some eneigy to 
meet the appeal that I am bound to make: Penruddock 
charges you with acts, long past Indeed, but of the blackest 
treachery. How stands the truth ? I'm deeply pledged upon 
the issue of your answer : If you are falsely charged, I shall 
do what becomes me as your son. If not, I've done him 
wrong, and have much to atone for. 

Wood, I'll give no answer : I am your father^ sir, and 
will not be thus questioned. 
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Hen, Aids I- you are my fatlber ; and my lionoar, which 
is all you have not taken from me, is so far engaged Hiat I* 
must have an answer. 

Afrt. fV. (E.) Take it from me ! — Tvi true. 

fVbod, Hal Do you turn against me ? 

Mrs. W, No ; but I cannot turn aside from truth ; and 
shrink as you do from confession, when a brave son de- 
mands it. Penruddock has been wronged. 

fV&od, I've cancelled all his wrongs ; I've tendered him 
the satisfaction of a gentleman, and he accepted it ; Syden- 
ham' was present, and can witness it. 

jl/r*. IV, And what ensued ? 

Wood, Your letter was produced, and he declined the duel. 

Mrt.W, Did he ? Now Heaven be thanked ! I've saved 
your heart one agony at least— What would have been your 
crime, had you destroyed that man ! 

Wood, Perhaps, I did not mean to put it to the risk. 

Her^, I hope you did not. — I have now my answer^ and 
must take my leave. ' [CrosseSy r. 

Sydenham mns in, r. and slops him, 

Sifd. One moment, one short moment, my dear lad !— 
For ever on the wing?— I must shoot flying then; for, 
come what may, I must and wi\l embrace you. 

Hen, Measure not my affection, my go^d friend, by the 
few moments it can spare you : you have the soul of honour 
in you, know all its feelings, its refinements, and can trust 
that nothing but its duties would compel me to break from 
you thus abruptly — farewell ! ^Crosses and ejnt, &• 

Syd. (k*) There, there he goes — unfortunate, though 
brave ; tlve darling of my heart, his country's gallant cham- 
pion, redeemed from long captivity to encounter sorrows at 
hornet enough to rend his manly heart asunder ^Who would 
not pity him ? who but must love him ? I do, from my soul. 

Mrs, fV* (c): Aye^ Charles, you have a heart. 

Syd, I have a heart to honour him, a sword to serve him, 
and a purse— no, not that — confound it, curse it,, for ita 
emptiness! — Hang-dog, I would it were as big and as full 
as a sack, for his sake— Damn that old crabbed cottager, 
that hook-worm— 

Mrs,,W, Peace! — You have visited Penruddock — 

Syd, Yes, yoa may call it visiting — He received me plant- 
ing himself in the very centre of Sir George's splendid ball- 
loom, like a' gloomy night-piece in a gilded frame. He 
asked me if I did not think him mad ? — I civilly said, No % 
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which wa^ a lie for your sake ; — bnt ]»re8eiiily he led me on* 
to i^ye him his full character, aud theu the truth came out ;• 
l^ told him my whole mind. 

ff^ooeL (l.) What did you tell him ? Can you recollect ? 

Syd, As for you, I told him fairly I had uothing to say in 
your behalf, but tiiat I thought it would have been a very 
gallant act to have forgiven you, simply because you had so 
little title to expect it. 

fTood. There was no great Hattery in that, methinks. 

Syd. Hang it, flattery ! no ; I was past flattering ; for 
when I came to speak of Henry, and how all hopes- of his 
beloved Emily were blasted by your curst itch of gaming, 
'sdea^ ! I was all on fire, and shot philippics thick and ter-' 
rible as red-hot balls. 

Mrs, fF, Why ? what provoked you to it ? 

Syd. What but to think how glorious an opportunity he 
let slip of rescuing the brave lad from disappointment, and 
defeating that rich blockhead of a baronet, that dunder- 
headed Daw, who waits to snap her up ? Was*nt that enough' 
to do it ? Zooks ! had I swallowed Hecla, I could not have 
fuBied more furiously. 

Mrs, W, Still you don't answer to my question : Did 
Mr. Peniuddock give you to understand that Henry had 
nothing to expect from him ? 

Siyd, No ; but I understood it wfell enough without his 
giving— I saw it in his look's ; if you would paint a head of 
Caius Marius in his prison, he was the very model for it. It 
ohilled' benevolence to look upon him ; Spitzbergen could 
iiot freeze me more effectually than his marble face. 

Mrs, fV. My friend, my friend ! you are too volatile ; you 
only saw the niggedness of the soil, aad never search'd for 
the rich ore beneath it. — ^Aud now, Woodville, for a short 
time farewell ! [Crmses^ r;] To your benevolent friend I 
Fecdmmend you ; and, if my augui'ies don't deceive me, I'll 
bring yea better tidings when next v^e meet. \Exit^ r. 

Syd^ 3y Havens, Woodville, you must have had a most 
intolerable bad taste, when you could prefer the company 
hi a crei^ of gamesters to the society of that angelic woman. 

Wood, Oh! Sydenham, I reflect with horror on that 
monster gaming ; that, with the smiles of a syren to allure, 
has the talons of a harpy to destroy as. {Exeuniy l. 

SCENE Ih'^An Apartment in Penniddock*s House, 

Enter Pekruddock, (l.) 

Pen. I'm Weary, sick, discomfited. This-woi*^^ii<^ 1 mwtx 

E 
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part once moe^ Thalk it baa virtnca^ I will not deny; but 
tiiey lie buried in a tide of vanities, tiisc grains of gold in 
aaod washed down by mountain torrents 1 1 cannot wait the 
siftinf.— 

EiUar HSHfiY, R. 

Hen^ They tell nie you would see Qie ; if J come onsea* 
sonabLy, apppint .sowe other. time». 

Pen. The pre^nt is your owu; command It as ^ou 
please. 

Hen. \ have done you flagrant weong ; but as i cannot 
charge my meipory with sUmderiog. your good na^ie In any 
other person's hearing but your own, and that unknomngly, 
I have no other person to atone to you but yourself. 
Pen. You have seen your £ather<» and.es:plained ? . 
Hen, l hav^ ^ my mother too was present. . 
Pen, Vour mother present,^ May l request you to de-- 
scribe what pass^ ? 

Hen. You shall knpw alU My father a(t first sight sbvunk 
from me, conscious and abaslied; I urged your cbacge 
upon him. strongly, perhaps, (for I was galled with many 
gi'iefs) more strongly than became me. My high tone of- 
fended him, and he refilled to answer ; a second time I 
urged the same demand i my mother instantly replied, that 
your appeal was tru&-..you had been grossly wronged* 
Her candour drew forth his confession, qnqJUfied with this 
excuse, that he had tendered satisfaction ; hinting Withal, 
that had the affair ^ken place, he would not Iv^^e returned 
your fire. 

Pen, It is enough, I am saliftfied; you know me now to 
have been an injured man, betrayed by him, I trusted, 
wounded in the tenderest part, and robbed of all I held 
most dear : if, therefore, 1 am become savage, inseAsiUe, 
and all that you once thought me, I have some natural 
plea ; and, should you find* me a hiurd creditor to one that 
was 80 false a friend, wliat can you say ? 

Hen. ticss than I wish : your own benevolence must be 
my father's advocate. 

Pen, He has undone his family, lost great sums by play, 
and chiefly, as I find, to Sir Geotge Penriiddock, who sup- 
plied him ^so with loans till his estate vna mortgaged to 
Its value, his town-house seized, and bond debts hanging 
over him, that put his person at my mercy. If revenge 
weM my object, these are tempting opportunities for in- 
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^nlg^ng it ; Jf avariee were iny pasl^fin, here arft]|Qiple 
means- for gratifying it What have yen now to offer on 
your fiather's part ? 

Hen, To justice nothing ;~^80ine little plea, perhaps, 
upon the score of mei'cy. 

Pen. State it 

Hem I am a soldier, sir ; and, were 1 circumstanced as 
you are, I could not suffer myself to deprive that man of 
his liberty, who had tendered me an honourable satisfEu;- 
tion at the peril of his life. 

Pen, Well, sir, I love a soldier ; and though your argu- 
ments are not to be found in law or gospel, yet they have 
weight, and I will give them full consideration : we shiall 
meet ^^in. 

Hen. Have you any further commands? 

Pen. A word before we part : you bear a strong resem* 
blance to your mothep— will you be troubled with a mes- 
sage to her ? 

Hen. Most readily. 

Pen. I have to apologize for the neglect of an unanswered 
letter. Say to her, I beseech you, that I am collecting 
spirits to request an interview with her here, before I 
Anally retire to my cottage. . Tliis to your mother,— now 
to yourself a word in secrecy and pure good will : 1 am 
told you are attached to a most amiable young lady, daugh- 
ter of the Honourable Mr. Tempest, my near neighbour^* 
by sad experience, I exhort you, trust not to chance and 
time; make suit without delay, lose not a moment, but 
repair forthwith to Mr. Tempest 
. Hen, Ah ! sir, what hope for me ? 

Pen, A soldier, and despair ? For shame I Go, go, an- 
nounce yourself, and take your chance for a reception : if 
he admits you, well ; if he declines your visit, you have 
lost your labour^ and I have given you mistaken counsel. 
Come, ril attend you to the door. [Eifeuniy u 

SCENE Iir.*^3/r. Tempeifs House, a Te^le and two 

Chairs. 

TISMPEST, L. Sir David Daw, r. discovered sitting. 

Sir D. With your leave, Governor Tempest, I would 
fain crave your patience, whilst 1 open a bit uf uiy mind to 
you, in a quiet way, and without offence. 

l^em. You may open it too without a preface, good Sir 
David ; I am ready to hear you. 

e2 
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Sir D. Thaf s kind ; that* s courteous ! And I must say 
it to your face, aye, and i'U say it in the face of the whole 
world, that i hare always found you as obliging and civil- 
spoken a gentleman, as I ever crossed upon in my whole 
life before, — [ speak it ft'om my heart, I do indeed, I 
speak the truth, and nothing but liie truth. 
* Tern. Yes, but I don't want to hear it just now; speak 
to the business, and leave truth to speak tor itself. 

Sir D, But why do I say it ? Why, but because I hear 
the people talk so much of your want of temper, and of 
the violent passions you throw yourself mto ? Now I 
say — 

Tern, [They r*»*.] Who cares what you say ? The peo- 
ple are not half so provoking as you, the retail hawker of 
their paltry nonsense» — you^ that with silly acquiescence 
nudce men sick of their own opinions by always chiming 
in with them, — you, that pelt us with ill-favoured compli- 
ments, 'till rotten eggs and the pillory would be a recrea* 
tion in comparison with them,—- you, that— - 

Sir D, Oh dear, oh dear ! Who could have thought it ? 
Now you have driven all I had to say clear out of my 
head. 

Tern, Well, 'tis no loss, if this is a sample of its con- 
tents. 

Sir />. I cannot for the soul of me get the words toge- 
ther again ; though I had conned them over pretty closely, 
if you had not bounced upon me^in such a fashion ; but, 
under favour, I could explain myself to your fair daughter ; 
she is kindly and good-humoured. 

Tern. Make your own way with her then as you can, for 
here she^comes. 

Enter Emily, l. 

Well, child, if you can make any thing of this gentleman, 
it is more than I can ; all I understand is, that he has 
been flattering my patience till he has put me in a passion. 

Emi. Oh fie, Sir David ! Dou't you know you should 
never speak of patience in my father's company ? 'Us like 
complimenting a man upon his wife, after he is divorced 
from her. 

Tern. Hussey, is your wit so unmanageable, that it runs 
foul of your father ? — Hark'ye, child, a word in your 
ear — 

Emi, Nothing else, I hope — but, indeed, sir, I am half 
afraid of you. 
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7^. And well you may, you little slat, for you Merve 

—I'll tell you what you desenre-^a better haslmod than 

this David Dunce. Mind now ! (but this is a secret), I 

don't quite insist upon your liking him as well as Harry 

WoodTiUe. 

Htni, No, sif , that would be to debar me from the use 
of eyes, ears, and underttanding. y 

Tern* And hark'ye ! If you give him a smooth answer, 
and a civil passport into Monmouthshire, I am not snre, 
provided you are very penitent and beg hard, but I shall 
find in my heart to forgive you. ICfoaet and exity l. 

Sir D, O Jubilate ! I'm glad to my heart he is gone. 
Never did I hear uneh a roysterer in my days. What ! 
does he take me for one of his black negro-slaves in 
Africa ? Have not I danced attendance long enough upon 
his humours, followed him like his shadow, laughed at his 
Jokes, echoed his opinions, put up with his swearing, and 
l)een as mute as a fish whilst he rated at the servants ? 
and now to foil upon me like a cat o'mounttdn on a harm- 
less kid— Oh I if it was not for yon, Miss Bmily, If my love 
for you did not keep me cool and calm, I would shew him 
a litl^e of the spirit of the Daws : I should be as hot 
«iid snappish as himself— <lKit you don't listen to me, I'm 
afraid. 

Emu What can this wMsper mean ? He * has had a 
stranger With htn^^a-coarse, clolraish man*^bilt that can 
argue nothing — Henry he has not seen-^ 

Str D, Will you not let me speak to you ? 
|. BmL Oh! yes, fisr ever : talk without stint or measure'; 
only let me meditate the whilst : my thoughts won't in- 
terrupt you, nor your discourse my thoughts. [SiU down. 

Sir D. 1 should hope, lovely cfaarmer — 

Em. Lovely what? 

Sir D. Lovely charmer wastny ezpressibn. 

Emi, Oh ! very well : itfs all the same. Go on. 

Sir D, l should hope, lovely Miss Emily Tempest, (for 
I wont say charmer) , after the long attendance I have paid, 
and the proofs I have given of my patience, as well as of 
my passion* that I have now waited the fiill time, which 
young ladies usually require to make up their minds 
whether to say Aye or No to a plain proposal. 

Emi. What proposal do yon allude to ? 

Sir D, Surely, you can't ask that question seriously at 
this time o'day ; surely, yoa must know that I mean a pro- 
posal oi marriage. 

K 3 
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EmL Right! very $rue^»I recollect you proposed to 
juarry me —Well ! what would you do with me wheo you 
had got me ? 

Sir />. Lud*a-mercy ! Well, what would I do with you ? 
Thaf s comical, i'faith, — why, in the first place, I'd whisk 
you down to the castle — 

EmU Whisk me down. to the caatle — ^ 

Sir D, To be sure I would, for why ? Things are all at 
sixes and sevens for waut of me : nothing like a master's 
eye ; a gentleman, who trusts to servants in his absence, is 
sure to be cut up. 

Emu Cut up! What's that? 

SirD, Why, 'tis a4:nmmon phrase — 

Emi, With the slaughterers of Clai-e- market — but let it 
pass I What am I to be done with then ? 

Sir />. Oh I as for that, we shall soon set things upon 
their right bottom again, and then we will be as happy and 
as merry as the day is long. 

Emi, Hold there ! I never bargained to be happy : '.you 
may as well teach the towers of your castle to dance, as me 
to be merry. 

Sir D, Why, what should hinder you, when every thing 
that money can command, shall be purchased to content 
you ? But I'm afraid. Miss Emily, there is a little double^ 
dealing in this business; I suspect your heart inclines to 
Captain Woodville ; and now he is come to Bngland, I 
suppose I am likely to bti cut out 

Emi, Poor man ! What between cutting up and cutting 
out, how you will be mangled ? Wouldn't it be better to 
live single in a whole skin, than marry and be butchered 
in' so barbarous a manner ? 

Sir D* I don't know but it might — I won't say but it 
may be so— if I'm not agreeable to one, I may be agreeable 
to another — rich folks need not go a-begging. If Captain 
Woodville is the man, why then, perhaps, I don't covet to 
be the master — if Captain Woodville — Ht^sh! Who's 
coming ? 

Enter Henry Woodville, l. 

Emi, (c.) Henry! 

Sir D. (r.) Oh Lord ! My death-warrant [^tide. 

Hen. (l.) Well may you be surprised to see me here, 

and your wonder will be increased when I tell you that I 

have your father's privilege for my intrusion ; but if you 

and this gentleman, #hom I understand to be Sir David 
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UaWy are upou business of consequence, T retire upon the 
word. 

Sir D. A very ci?il person, I must say. 

Emi. Sir David, was the business we were upon of any 
consequence ? 

Sir D. To me of most immediate ; liow did you consider 
it, I pray ? 

Emi, As I do every other harmless common talk ; very 
entertaining whilst it lasts, very soon forgfot when it is 
over ; but this gentleman has conversation of a sort that is 
apt to drive all other out of my recollection. . 

Hen. Oh ! Emily, Emily ! For Heaven's salse 

Emi. Hold your tongue. 

/Sir D, Nay, madam, the gentleman seems to understand 
himself very properly ; but I must thinic that you. Miss 
.ETmily, considering who I am, and how T came here, do 
not understand me quite so properly ; and 1 must say-r 

Hen. What must you say ? [Crosses, c] Not a single 
word to this lady that in the slightest degree borders on 
disrespect ; and now, with tiiat caution fur your govern- 
ment, let me hear what it is you must say — 

Sir />• Nay, nothiug more ; I think I've said enough — 
. [Crosses, L.]-^Your very humble servant, [Ejnt, l. 

Hen, This absolute repulse of your rich suitor flatters 
but frightens me. What will your father say ? Whilst 
I am wholly in the fault, you will bear all the blame. 

Emi, IM am never blamed but for your faults — ^ 
•• Why let the stricken deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play." 

Hen, Can you account for his indulgence ? 

Emi, Can you expound the changes of the modn? 
Can you' explain why, when all other female hearts are 
fickle, mine alone is fixed. 

Hen. Ought I to suffer that ? * Honour should teach me 
to avoid your presence. 

Emi, Yes; but if you practise that honour upon me, I 
never will foi'give you. Come down from these high 
flights, if you please, and walk upon your feet, as other 
men do. If you are alarmed at being poor, Til marry 
that money-bag, and enrich you with the pillage of it — 
will that be honourable P No, no ! — most execrable 
meanness; tiierefore, away with it! Spinster as. I am, 
I may struggle on to a good old age, and give offence to 
nobody ; but a wife without a heart to bestow upon her 
husband, is a cheat and an impostor. 
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Hen, Oh ! cruel, cruel fortane, why was it my lot ta be 
the son of a gamester ? 

EmL Rather say, why was it not my lot to be the heiress 
of Penrudduck, Instead of that old fosty philosopher, who, 
when he and the spiders have stood centtnels over his cof' 
fers, till watching and fiwting have worn bin to a skei6ton, 
will sink into the grave, and leave his wealth to be be- 
stowed in premimns for discoveries in the moon. 

Hen. Ooae, come, take care how you fall into the saoae 
trap as I did : we roust sospend ofttnions of Penmddoek. 

End, Must we ? ^Nay, now 1 swear there's sometlnng 
in your thoughtt; aye, and my father looks wiae and 
whispers ; well, if you have a secret, «nd woif t tell: It me, 
be it at your peril ! Til keep mine as close as you keep 
yowr's. 

Hen, I'll compromise wiA you, and ezcliaage confes - 
sions. Answer me this, if fortane should turn round and 
smile npon your poor discOnsidate admirer, will yoa, who 
sway «ieh movement of my heart j in^ire its hopes, altey 
its fears, animate ita ambition, and engross its love ! Will 
you, oh Emily— 

JSmL Will I do what > 

■Hen, I dare not ask the question — ^'^presumptuous, 
base , dishonourable'^ 

JSmi. And wry disappointing, let me tell you, to one 
whose answer was -so ready. [Gmstes, tu] Henceforth 
I've done with you» .1 shall now retreat into the citadel, 
and stand upon my defences; when you want another 
parley, you must treat with the governor. lEjeetmi, a. 

BND OP ACT l¥. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— ^ Chamber, a WriHng Tdbk, Pen, Ink, and 

Paper, two Chain. 

Penrudduck, e. and Weazrl, l. ditcooered. 

Pen. Thus tben it stands— This house, and all that its 
voluptuous owner hath amassed within it, we doom to 
instant sale; some modem Lucullus will be found to 
purchase. it; the mourners in black, and the mounte- 
banks in their party-coloured jackets, must be paid their 
wages and dismissed—'So fur we are agreed. 
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• fTea. Perfectly, sir ; and if any young heir is in haste 
-to be rid of bis estate, these are the gentlemen that wiH 
^soonest help him to the end of it. 

Pen, Mrs. Woodville's setdenient, which in her bos- 
band's desperate necessity she had as desperately resigned 
to him, is now made over, and secured in trust to her sole 
use and benefit. 

f^ea. The deed is now in hand, and a deed it is, permit 
me to say, tliat will make your fame resound to all pos- 
terity. 

Pen, Thtank Heaven, I shall not hear it 1 The fame I 
covet blows no trumpet in my ears ; It whispers peace and 
comfort to my heart. The obligations, bonds, and mort- 
gages, of whatever description, covering the whole of 
WoodviUe's property, are consigned to Henry his son. 

fTea. *They are, and give him clear possession of his 
]Niternal estate. 

Pen, 'Tis what I mean, and also of the house in town. 

ff^ea. They are effectual to both purposes ; and take it 
how you will, good sir, I must and will pronounce it a 
most noble benefaction. 

Pen, In this particular, I'll not decline your praise ; for 
doing this, I've struggled hard against an evil spirit^ that 
had seized dominion of my heart, and triumphed over my 
benevolence — this conquest I may glory in. 

PTea, There yet remains, of solid and original estate, 
possessions to a great amount. 

Pen, Them T shall husband as untainted stock : I do 

not cut into the heart of the tree, I only lop off the excres- 

-cences and funguses, that weakened and disgraced it. 

Now, sir, if these points are clearly understood by you, 

• and no difficulties occur that require explanation, we will 

separate, with your leave, to our respective occupations. 

^ea. Your pardon, for one moment — My profession is 
the law: it has been my lot to execute many honourable 
and benevolent commissions ; some, I confess, have fallen 
into my hands, that have put my conscience to a little 
fltrain, though a man of my sort roust not start at trifles ; 
but the instructions you have now honoured tne with, ex- 
ceed all I have ever handled, all I ever heard of ; and when 
this charitable deed shall come to be registered in the Upper 
Court, I hope my name as witness will go along with it ; 
and if the joy with which I signed it be remembered in 
my favour, I fancy few attorneys will stand a better chance 
than 'ilmothy Weazel. [Eani fTeazel, u 
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Peru TIs doue! the i«bt bad paision in' my breaRlhi uow 
«x]Kditod, and it no hmgcr rankles with reveage : in the 
retirement of roy cottage, 1 thail have soraething: iB«tore, 
OB whidi my thoughts may feed with pleasing; Introspec- 
tion ; ooorted hy affluence, I resort to solitude by choice, 
not fly to it for refuge from, misfortune and disgust. • Now 
I can say, as I contemplate Nature's bold^ and frowning 
iaoe— << Knit not your brows at me ; IVe done the world 
no wrong."— Or, if I turn the moral page, ooDsdoos of 
having triumphed in my turn, I can reply to Plato^ *.' i too 
am a philosopher." 

Enter jENKiNff, R. 

Jen, Mrs. Woodville desires leave to wait upoq yon. 

Penn Am I a philosopher now? [^A<fe.]-* Admit the 
lady — IEjpU Jenkins, r] Where is my boasted courage? 
Oh ! that this task was over ! 

J^A/^ Mrs. Woodville, r., and curUUs* 

Pen, Your servant, madam. 

Mrs, JV, If you are not as totally reversed in nature as 
you. are raised in fortune,- 1 shall not repent of having 
hazarded a step so humbling to my sex, so agonizing to my 
feelings \ for I am sure it was not ii| your heart, when f 
partook of it, to treat a guiltless woman with contem|it, or 
wreak unmanly vengeance on your worst of enemies, when 
fallen at your feet. Ah, sir, you are greatly agitated* Let 
me retire \ I cannot bear to hurt you. 

Pen* Pray do not leave me : did you know what strug- 
gles I have surmounted, you would say I perform wonders. 
I could not write to you ; judge what it is to see you. 

Mrs. IV» I thought that these emotions had subsided, 
and that solitude and study had made ^u a philosopher. 

Pen. Ah, madam ! You ^ee what a philosopher I am. 
Arabella, you never knew me rightly ; I had a heart for 
friendship and for love ; I was betrayed by 6ne, andi'uiued 
in the other. 

Mrs, JV. You have been deeply injured, I must owu : I 
too have been to blame ; but I was young and credalMia, 
and caught with glittering snares. 

Pen,, Aye, snares they have been ; fatal ones, alas I 

Mrs, W. i have lived in dissipation, you in calm retire- 
ment : how peacefully your hours have passed, how on- 
quietly. mine ! One only solace cheered my sad heart*- 
my Henry, my son. ^ 
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Pen, IVe Been him ; I've convieraed witii him : he spoke 
ungiiardedlyy but disappointment sours the mfud; he 
treated me uujostly'^but he resembles you^ and I forgave- 
him. 

Mn, IV* If you are thus retentive of affection, I roust 
suppose you are no less so of resentment.; why then should 
I repeat my sorrows ? You know them. 
. P«»» I know them ; I have felt them ; I have redressed 
them. 

Jl/rtf, fV. Redressed them ! What is it I hear ? 

Pen* What I have done, I have done ; I cannot talk of 
benefits. 

Mf8. IV. Oh f sir^— 

P«n. Nor will I hear acknowledgments. You would 
have sankr*-! couldnot chuse bnt save you. 

EnXer Henry, b. 

Het^, You must forgive me. Though your servants were 
drawn up to oppose my entrance, I broke through all their 
files, forced on by gratitude that nothing could withstand, 
dU I beheld my benefactor. 

Pen, Not much of a benefactor ; I have only restored to 
you what my conscience could not keep. [CroMtf«, c. 

Mrtt. fV, (l.) In the name of goodness, what is it you 
have done ? 

Pen, (c.) Nothing, but wanted stomach of a banquet 
where your son was served up ; — in plainer words, pre., 
ferred ray own cottage to his country house : Henry wanted 
a wife, a wife wanted a settlement, and I stood in need of 
neither. I hope you and Tempest are agreed. 

Hen, (r.) a word from your lawyer silenced all objec- 
tions. If I have not felt the vicissitudes of fortime, who 
hag p — from the depth of despair, lifted on the instant to 
the summit of felicity. Oh ! my dear mother, help me to 
some words that may express my gratitude. 

Pen* No, no, she is mute by compromise : when I am 
quietly retiring from the stage oi this vain world, call me 
not back to lose the little grace that I have gained ; I would 
not be made a spectacle in my decline and dotage. 

Mn, fV, Will you again iiequester yourself, and renounce 
the society even of your most grateful friends ? 

Pen, Madam, I have yet perused but half the history of 
man; the pages are alternate, dark and bright; I have 
read the former only : let Henry's virtue stand the test, 
and I have all the pkasuraUe study still to come. 
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Enter Tempest and'EuivYy e. 
Tem. (r. c.) I have broke through all forms, wordiy' 
sir, in bringiug you a saucy girl, who will fancy she is pri* 
vileged to ]>ay her court to every generous character, that 
does honour to humanity, and is bountiful to her friends. 
Pen, (l. c.) I confess to you, Mr. Tempest, I was am- 
bitious to behold your fair daughter, but did not presume 
to expect the visit should spring with her. J hope, madam, 
there is something here present more amusing to your eye- 
sight than a crabbed old clown, who happens to have a 
little more kindness at his heart than he carries in his 
countenance. 

Emi, (r.) True generosity is above grimace : it is not 
always that the eye which pities, is accompanied by the 
hand that bestows : some tliere are, Who can smile with* 
out friendship, and weep without charity. 

Pen, Certainly the world is a great polisher ; it makes 
smooth faces and slippery friendships. Are you, may I 
ask, very fond of this tine town ? 

Eml, My father lives in it ; 1 should be loth to say I had 
a preference for any other. 

Pen, I suppose, Mr. Tempest, you are one of the vuncst 
men in England. 

Tern. One of the happiest I am, and of your making; 
for Henry Woodvillc ever had my warmest wishes. 

Pen, And I hope your lovely daughter ^eets these 
wishes with all dutiful compliance. 

Tern. With the best grace in life ; she does not objert 
to ttike the man of her hearty though I wish to join their 
hands. 

Mrs, W, Now, my Henry, you are without comparison 
the happiest, or without pity, the most miserable of man- 
kind ; here if you fail in merit, you offend beyond the 
reach of mercy. 

Pen, True, madam : but the sons of Cornelia did not 
disgrace their mother. 

Tern. There, again ! that's something out of a book, 
likeEmily's Agamemnon, and if it was treason I could not 
find it out. But, come, Henry! here, in the presence of 
your benefactor, I bestow upon you all I am woith, a 
virtuous, daughter, the only joy and blessing of my life : 
money I have none, for I did not understand the arts of 
government : and when Kmily is gone from me, I am 
without resources ; for I cannot, like Mr. Penruddock, 
take shelter with the sciences ; and as for the arts, damn 
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■iflrb,- ^h^\ iixtn I eaa tay enoiigh. JMd you not con* 
tent ti» my profioftliig' fmr youf daughter ? 

7>m;' Wby^ 1 4ld>o0Menti I dont deny it4 and if Emily 
had not objected t» your' pro^osah, I should not hare qoar- 
rented WiHiyour piioperty ; but I'm not such a Blue-beard 
to deliver mydangbtvr boniAi hands and feet into your 
castte. If you hsd not the gift of reconmiendlng yourself, 
ami tobtameforlhat? . '. 

« 'SirD, Am 1 ? yBmUjf comti forward on TrnpeiCs l.] 
Miss Emily can witness I tool: due |>ains. 

JEmi, (l.) Oh ! yes ; and let not my obstinacy discou* 
rage you : for be assured tiiat half those psuns, bestowed 
upon a heart less constant to ks first attachment, and more 
regardful of its worldly interests, will command success, 
whenever you tliinl^t to repeat the experiment. 

Tern. There — there — what more is to be said ? You see 
how the case stands : I had no absolute controul over my 
daughter's affections, and somebody else had. 

Sir D, Well, sir, I understand you now ; and if you are 
only governor abrcKid, and not at home, I am your very 
humble servant. [JSjfU, r. 

Tern, Well, your hiunbie servant, if you come to that ; 
and a good Journey ta you — aye, and a good riddance to 
boot Isn't it so, my Emily .' What, does that David 
think 

** f wear my heart upon my sleeve, 
For Datos to peck at ?" 

Enier Pesrvddock, /bUowed hjf Woodvillb, r. 

Pen, [Crostes wUh fFoodtnUe over to Mrs. fFoodtnlle.'\ 
Mrs. Woodville, your husband and I have concurred in 
opinion tiiat tiie only way of adjusting such differences as 
subsisted between us, is l^ consigning them at once to ob- 
livion ; trusting that you and Henry also will do the same 
by tliose errors, which now are fortunately healed, and can 
never be repeated. 

[AU the characters have come down into tkeir placet, 

by tfne time* 

ff^ood. Hnmblcd as I am in conscience, and overwhelmed 
by generosity, 1 am ill able to find words for what, in cir- 
cumstances like mine, I ought to say to each here present 
in particulirr, and all in general. Wherever I direct my 
eyes, they are saluted with a countenance, which, though 
entitled to reproach me, seems to hold forth promises of 
pardon : but perhaps, even from guilt like mine, som'-- 

f2 
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good tnav be extracted ; and mj floo, when he .shall be 
blest with a wife, lovely aud virtuous as his mother, will 
recollect the follies of his father, and avoid liis fate. 

Pm* Here we conelude. We all have cause of thank- 
ftilness, bat I the most ; for I've escaped the perils of pros- 
perity <! the sudden onset staggered me; but temperate 
recoilectioD, and the warning odls of some here present, 
taught me to know, that the true use of riches is to share 
thera'with tiie worUiy ; aind the sole remedy for injuries, to 
forgive them. 



THE END. 



DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT. THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Tem., Emily, Henry, Pehrud., Wood., Mas. W., Syd. 

R.] [L. 
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me if I believe I have geniosr enough to W^tto the com* 
pontion of a cabbage-net. • . . 

JSmi'- Oh !• my dear father, let me conjtire yon to believe 
that those resources which my dnty, my afiection, have hi« 
therto supplied, shall be doubled to yOu in future, lyhen I 
have so kind a partner in that pleasing task. 

Hen. Tc.) When you are not welcome to me, I must 
cease to be worthy of my Emily. If books do not serve 
for a resource, and ancient history is too remote, we can 
find heroes in modern times; and you shall fight over 
your battles as often as you please. . 

Tern, That is very pleasant, I confess, for there I can 
come on a little ; but then: i grow warm with the subject, 
and Emily snubs me for swearing ; which you know, Mr« 
Penruddock, ever^ soldier is privileged to do. 

Pen> I did not know it was amongst their privileges : but 
this I know, they cannot, in my opinion, have too. many ; 
and heartily I wish they had more and better than what 
you have named. 

^»/«r Sydi^nham, R. 

8yd»^l must either have the impudence of tlie devil, or a 
veneration for your character, Mr. Pearuddock# which apo«> 
log^ses for impudence^ when I venture, to appear in your 
presence after what I foolishly said to you in oui* late con- 
versation^ 

Pen. Mr. Sydenham, I cannot allow you to^call that 
language foolish, which springs from a heart that runs 
over with benevolence: as well you may blaspheme tlie 
bounty of the NUe, because it breaks loose from its chan- 
nel, aiid overflows its banks. 

Syd. Thank yoa, , my dear sir, thank you heartily ; I 
have been as sour as crab-juice with the malice of man- 
kind, now I am dl oil and honey, and shall slip through 
the rest of my days in' harmony and good-humour. Ah ! 
Henry — ^Tempest— Emily— Mrs: Woodville — all smiling! 
Why I am like the man in the Almanack, turn which way 
I will, a happy constellation looks me in the fa<^e. 

Pen, Now you have joined us, our circle is complete. 

S$fd* Ah ! no, no, no ; whilst contrition asks admit** 
tance to atone for injuries, humanity can never shut its 
door, and my, *' My circle is complete.'* 

Pen, What do you mean ? • 

Syd, Woodville is in your house* . 

[Aside /0 Pmuaddttck, 
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Pm. Ha I Woodville! Hafeyo«.bnNi^tliimlktther? 

iSy</. No; we called at Tempest's; 4icttfd of yonrgi^er 
rottfi acts, and his poor woqnded heart aaw! melta with 
^atltude ! even my flint was softened. - . 

Pen. Well, then, it shall he bo. {CnuMir, :«.] Keep thia 
company together in my absenofr-^sucfa meetangs should bfs 
private. lEjgUr^tu 

Mrs, H^, Oh, Sydenham I generous friend ) I heard 
the name of Woodville^ and i know yofir .lutereession 
points at him. - Heaven prpsper it.l But caa it be ? 1 
doubt, I doubt, this injury is toa'deep. 

Spd, Doubt nothing. I am confioent ofr socce^B — when 
the ice thaws, Hie river flows ;..80 is it^itfi.the human 
charities, when melted by iKnevolenee. . . 

Hen* Oh ! what a soul isf thine ? whose, ardomr eveii 
impossibilities cannot check. 

Sn^ Tlie attempt is bold; but: mark if ^tiads is not 
among the imposi^bllities that sometimes oome.to pMS. . 

Hen, Look, look I your angry lover — 

Emi, Alas ! has this poor gentleman no friend to save 
him from exposing himself ? 

'Syd, The governor begins to bristle^w«lk.asldey.take 
no notice, and I'll accost him. 

[AU ft^We ftp, eieeept SfHenham and TVmpett* 

Enter Sir David Daw, usJto stops for a wlMe^ R. 

Now, my brave knight ! 

Why glows that angry spot upon youi' chfeek ? 
What do those boots portend ; and whither bound ? 

Sir D, Mr. Sydenham, I am just now in no humour for 
Jesting ; neither does my business lie with you. 

Tem, With me, then. [Crosses to Sir DtwiAJ What 
would my noble baronet be pleased to say ? 

Sir i>. I'm not pleased at all, Goyeraor Tempest, and 
therefore it matters little what I say s I called at your door, 
and was directed to you hither, so I made free to. step in ; 
and now, to say truth, I don't care how soon I step out, 
for my chaise is in waiting, and 1 am equipped, as you see, 
for my peremptory departure. 

Tern, {c) Let us part frieiiids, however; if you can 
charge me fairly, do so ! I'll not flinch. 

Sir D. (r.) No, but you'll fly but, and that's worise. 

Tern, Not I : carry no grievances with you into Wales ; 
I'll be calm as water, say wliat you will. 
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EPILOGUE, 
Spoken by Misi Farren, "^ 

There are — ^whal shall I call them ? — ^two great Powers., 

Who turn and overturn this world of oun, 

Fortune and Folly. Though not quite the same 

In property, they play each other's game ; 

Fortune makes poor men rich, then turns them o*er 

To Folly, who soon strips them of thdr store. 

— Oh ! 'twas a mighty neat an^: lucky Ut, 

When Pat 0*Leary snapt a wealthy dt ; 

For why ? — his wants were big, his means were smaU, 

His wisdom less, and so he spent his all : 

When Fortune tumM about, and jilted Pat« 

Was Fool or Fortune in the Isult of that ? 

Sir Martin Madcap held the lucky dice. 
He threw, and won five thousand in a trice* 
Keep It I cried Caution — ^No : he threw again, 
Kickfd down tlie five, and cui with minus ten. 

Giles Jumble and his dame, a loving pair. 
No brains had either, and of course no care ; 
Till (woe the day !) when fortune, in her spite. 
Made Giles high-sheriff, and they dubbed him knight. 
Up they both go ; my lady leads the dance. 
Sir Giles cuts capers on tibe wheel of chance ; 
Heads down, heels over, whirl'd and whisk'd about. 
No wonder if their shallow w|ts ran out ; 
Gigg'd by their neighbours, guU'd of all their cash, 
Down comes Sir Giles and Co. with thundering crash. 

•Who says that Fortune's blind ? she has quicker sight 
Than most of those on whom her favours light ; 
For why does she enrich the weak and vain, 
But that her ventures may come home again ? 
Pa&s'd through like quicksilver, they lose no wdght 
Nor value in their loco-motive state ; 
No stop, no stay ; so fast her clients follow. 
Ere one moutii shutB^ another gapes to swallow : 
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Whilst, like a conjuror's ball— presto ! be gone ! 
The pill that serv*!! Sir Giles, now serves Sir Johii. 

" Sir Eustace had a foir and lovely wiftt, 
Form'd to adorn and bless the nupdal life ; 
Fortune's best gilt in her best giving mood. 
Sir Eustace made that bad which faeav'u made good ; 
Basely allur'd her into Folly's course, 
nieii eiirATd hia flAe, and sued oat a dhroroe^ 
Unjust, at Fortwne'i cruelty to rtdl, ' 
When we make all (he miseries we bewail.^' 

Ah, gendrauapatroiis;*. ion whoie breath depends 
The fortune of (the Mnse^ and ns, her lirieuds i 
If, in your grace, jtUaaight you aball bestow 
One sprig of laurel ior your poel's brow> 
Impart to me your flattering commaods, 
And sign them with.thit phmdlt of your hands. 
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